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This tale, as the title-page implies, is 
founded on fact. Its trutli is its chief 
merit, and the Author claims no other 
share in it, than that of telling it to the 
best of her power. 

I do not mean to aver that every word 
is a positive and literal truth, that every 
incident occurred exactly as I have related 
it, and in no other fashion, but this I mean 
to say : that I have invented nothing in 
the character of Rachel Gray, and that 
the sorrows of Richard Jones are not 
imaginary sorrows. 



4 PBEFACE. 

My purpose in giving tliis story to the 
world is twofold. I have found that my 
first, and in many respects, most imperfect 
work "Madeleine," is nevertheless that 
which has won the greatest share of inter- 
est and sympathy; a result which I may, 
I think, safely attribute ta its truth, and 
which has induced me to believe that on 
similar grounds, a similar distinction might 
be awarded to a heroine very different in- 
deed from " Madeleine," but whose silent 
virtues have perhaps as strong a claim to 
admiration and respect. 

I had also another purpose, and though 
I mention it last, it was that which mainly 
contributed to make me intrude on public 
attention; I wished to show the intellec- 
tual, the educated, the fortunate, that 
minds which they are apt to slight as nar- 
row, that lives which they pity as moving 
in the straight and gloomy paths of medi- 
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ocrity, are often blessed and graced beyond 
the usual lot, with those lovely aspirations 
towards better deeds and immortal things, 
without which life is indeed a thing of 
little worth ; cold and dull as a sunless day. 

Julia KLavakagh. 

London, December^ 1866. 



RA-OHEL GRA-Y. 



CHAPTER I. 

In one of the many little subnrbs wluch 
cling to the outskirts of London^ there is a silent 
and grass-grown street^ of aspect both quiet and 
quaint. The houses are crazy^ old^ and brown^ 
of every height and every size ; many are un- 
tenanted. Some years ago one was internally 
destroyed by fire. It was not thought worth 
rebuilding. There it still stands, gaunt and 
grim, looking for all the world, with its broken 
or dust-stained windows, like a town deserted 
after a sacking. 

This street is surrounded by populous courts 
and alleys, by stirring thoroughfares, by roads 
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full of activity and commerce ; yet somehow or 
other, all the noise of life, all its tumult and 
agitation, here seem to die away to silence and 
repose. Few people, even amongst the poor, 
and the neighbourhood is a poor one, care to re- 
side in it, while they can be lodged as cheaply 
close by, and more to their taste. Some think 
that the old square at the end, with its ancient, 
nodding trees, is close and gloomy ; others have 
heard strange noises in the house that has suf- 
„fered from fire, and are sure it is haunted ; and 
some again do not like the silent, deserted look 
of the place, and cannot get over the fancy that, 
if no one will live in it, it must be because it is 
imlucky. And thus it daily decays more and 
more, and daily seems to grow more silent. 

The appearance of the few houses that ^re 
inhabited, says little in favour of this unfortu- 
nate street. • In one, a tailor has taken up his 
abode. He is a pale, serious man, who stitches 
at his board in the window the whole day long, 
cheered by the occasional song of a thrush, hop- 
ping in its osier cage. This tailor, Samuel 
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Mopkins yclept, lives by repairing damaged 
vestments. He once made a coat, and boasts — 
with how much truth is known to his own heart 
— ^that he likewise cut out, fashioned, and fitted, 
a pair of blue nether garments. Farther on, at 
the comer of the square, stands the house of 
Mrs. Adams, an aged widow, who keeps a small 
school, which, on her brass board, she em- 
phatically denominates her " Establishment for 
Young Ladies.'' This house has an unmistake- 
able air of literary dirt and neglect ; the area 
and kitchen windows are encumbered with the 
accumulated mud and dust of years ; from the 
attic casement, a little red-haired servant-girl is 
ever gaping; and on hot simimer afternoons, 
when the parlour windows are left open, there 
is a glimpse within of a dingy school-mistress, 
and still more dingy school-room, with a few 
pupils who sit straggling on half-a-dozen benches, 
conning their lessons with a murmuring hum. 

With one exception, there is no other sign 
of commerce, trade, or profession in the whole 
street. For all an outward glance can reveal to 
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the contrary, the people who live there are so 
very rich that they do not need to work at all, 
or so very genteel in their decay, that if they do 
work, they must do it in a hidden, skulking, 
iQvisible sort of fashion, or else be irretrievably 
disgraced. 

The solitary exception to which we have al- 
luded, exists, or rather existed, for though we 
speak in the present, we write in the past by 
some years, in one of the smallest houses in the 
street. A little six-roomed house it was, exact- 
ly facing the dreary haunted mansion, and ex- 
posed to all the noises aforesaid. It was, also, 
to say the truth, an abode of poor and mean 
aspect. In the window hung a dressmaker's 
board, on which was modestly inscribed, with a 
list of prices, the name of — 

" Kachel Gray.'' 

It was accompanied with patterns of yellow 
paper sleeves, trimmed in every colour, an old 
book of fashions, and beautiful and bright, as 
if reared in wood or meadow, a pot of yeUow 
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crocuses in bloom. They were closing now, for 
evening was drawing in, and they knew the 
hour. 

They had opened to light in the dingy par- 
lour within, and which we will now enter. It 
was but a little room, and the soft gloom of a 
spring twilight half-filled it. The furniture, 
though poor and old-fashioned, was scrupulously 
clean ; and it shone again in the flickering fire- 
light. A few discoloured prints in black firames 
hxmg against the walls ; two or three broken 
china ornaments adorned the wooden mantel- 
shelf, which was, moreover, decorated with a 
little dark-looking mirror in a rim of tarnished 
gold. 

By the &re an elderly woman of grave and 
stem aspect, but who had once been handsome, 
sat reading the newspaper. Near the window, 
two apprentices sewed, under the superintend- 
ence of Kachel Q-ray. 

A mild ray of light fell on her pale face, and 
bending figure. She sewed on, serious and still, 
and the calm gravity of her aspect harmonized 
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with the sflence of the little parlour which 
nothing disturbed, save the ticking of an old 
clock behind the door, the occasional rustling 
of Mrs. Gray's newspaper, and the continuous 
and monotonous sound of stitching. 

Eachel Gray looked upwards of thirty, yet 
she was younger by some years. She was a tall, 
thin, and awkward woman, sallow and faded 
before her time. She was not, and had never 
been handsome, yet there was a patient serious- 
ness in the lines of her face, which, when it 
caught the eye, arrested it at once, and kept it 
long. Her brow, too, was broad and intellec- 
tual ; her eyes were very fine, though their look 
was dreamy and abstracted ; and her smile, 
when she did smile, which was not often, for 
she was slightly deaf and spoke little, was 
pleasant and very sweet. 

She sewed on, as we have said, abstracted 
and serious, when gradually, for even in observa- 
tion she was slow, the yellow crocuses attracted 
her attention. She looked at them meditatively, 
,^and watched them closing, with the decline of 
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day. And, at length, a8 if she had not under- 
stood, until then, what was going on before her, 
she smiled and admiringly exclaimed : 

" Now do look at the creatures, mother 1 " 

Mrs. Gray glanced up from her newspaper, 
and snuffed rather disdainfully. 

" Lawk, Eachel ! " she said, " you don't 
mean to call crocuses creatures — do you ? I'll 
cell you what though," she added, with a doleful 
shake of the head, " I don't know what Her 
Majesty thinks ; but I qslj the country can't 
stand it much longer." 

Mrs. Q-ray had been cook in a Prime Minis- 
ter's household, and this had naturally given her 
a political turn. 

" The Lord has taught you," murmured 
Rachel, bending over the flowers with something 
like awe, and a glow spread over her sallow 
cheek, and there came alight to her large brown 
eyes. 

Of the two apprentices — one a sickly, fiet- 
fiil girl of sixteen, heard her not ; she went on 
sewing, and the very way in which she drew her 
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needle and thread was peevish. The other ap- 
prentice did hear Bachel^ and she looked or 
rather stared at the dress-maker, with grim 
wonder. Indeed, there was something particu- 
larly grim about this young maiden — ^a drear 
stoKdity that defies describing. A pure Saxon 
she was — no infiision of Celtic, or Danish, or 
Norman blood had lightened the native weight 
of her nature. She was young, yet she already 
went through life settling everything, and living 
in a moral tower of most uninviting aspect. 
But though Jane settled everything, she did not 
profess to understand everything ; and when, as 
happened every now and then, Kachel Gray 
came out with such remarks as that above re- 
corded, Jane felt confounded. "She couldn't 
make out Miss Gray — ^that she couldn't.'' 

" I'm so tired ! " peevishly said Mary, the 
fretful apprentice. 

At once Kachel kindly observed : " Put by 
your work, dear." 

Again Mrs. Gray snuffed, and came out 
with : " Lawk ! she's always grummy 1 " 
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Mary tossed away her work, folded her arms, 
and looked sullen. Jane, the grim apprentice, 
drew her needle and thread twice as fast as be- 
fore. " Thank Heaven ! " she piously thought, 
" I am not lazy, nor sicMy, and I can't see much 
difference between the two — that I can't." 

Eachel's work lay ia her lap ; she sat lookmg 
at the crocuses until she fell in a dream far in 
the past. 

For the past is our realm, ftee to all, high or 
low, who wish to dwell in it. There we may 
set aside the bitterness and the sorrow ; there 
we may choose none but the pleasing visions, 
the bright, simny spots where it is sweet to 
linger. The Future, fair as Hope may make it, 
is a dream, we claim it iq vara. The Present, 
harsh or delightful, must be endured, yet it flies 
from us before we can say " it is gone." But 
the Past is ours to call up at our will. It is 
vivid and distinct as truth. In good and in 
evil it is irrevocable ; the divine seal has been 
set upon it for evermore. 

In that Book — a pure and holy one was 
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hers — ^though not without a few dark and sad 
pages — ^Rachel Q-ray often read. And now, the 
sight of the yellow flower of spring took her 
back to a happy day of her childhood. She saw 
herself a little girl again, with her younger 
sister Jane, and the whole school to which they 
belonged, out on a holiday treat in a green forest. 
Near that forest there was a breezy field ; and 
there it was that Eachel first saw the yeUow 
crocuses bloom. She remembered her joy, her 
delight at the wonderful beauty of the wild field 
flowers — ^how she and Jane heaped their laps 
with them, and sat down at the task ; and how, 
when tired with the pleasant labour, they rested, 
as many yeUow crocuses as before seemed to 
blow and play in the breeze around them. And 
she remembered, too, how, even then, there 
passed across her childish mind, a silent wonder 
at their multitude, an undefined awe for the 
power of the Almighty Hand who made the 
little flower, and bade it bloom in the green 
fields, beneath the misty azure of a soft spring 
sky. 
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And then swiftly followed other thoughts. 
Where was little blue-eyed Jane, her younger 
sister, her little companion and friend ? Sleep- 
ing in a London grave, far from the pleasant and 
sunny spots where God's wild flowers bloom. 
And she — ^why she was pursuing her path in 
life, doing the will of Q-od Almighty. 

" And what more,'' thought Kachel, " can I 
hope or wish for ? " 

" Now Kachel, what are you moping about ? " 
tartly asked her mother, who, though half blind, 
had a quick eye for her daughter's meditative 
fits. 

Abruptly fled the dream. The childish 
memories, the holy remembrance of the dead, 
sank back once more to their quiet resting-place 
in Kachel's heart. Wakening up with a half- 
frightened start, she hastily resumed her work. 

" I don't think there ever was such a 
moper as that girl," grumbled Mrs. Q-ray to 
herself. 

Bachel snuled cheerfully in her mother's 
&ce. But as to telling her that she had been 
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tlunking of the yellow crocuses, and of the 
spots they grew in, and of the power and 
greatness and glory of Him who made them, 
Bachel did not dream of it. 
' " There's Mrs. Brown," said Mrs, Gray, as 
a dark figure passed by the window. " Go, 
and open the door, Mary.'' 

Mary did not stir, upon which Jane offi- 
ciously rose and said, "I'll go." She went, 
and in came, or rather bounced, Mrs. Brown 
— a • short, stout, vulgar-looking woman of 
fifty or so, who at once fiilled the room with 
noise. 

" La, Mrs. Gray ! " she began breathlessly, 
"What do you think? There's a new one. 
I have brought you the paper ; third column, 
second page, fijrst article, *The Church in a 
Mess/ I thought you'd like to see it. Well, 
Bachel, and how are you getting on? Mrs. 
James's dress don't fit her a bit, and she says 
shell not give you another stitch of work ; 
but la! you don't care — do you? Why, 
Mary, how yellow you look to-day. I declare 
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you're as yellow as the crocuses in the pot. 
Ain't she now, Jane? And so you're not 
married yet — are you, my girl?" she added, 
giving the grim apprentice a slap on the back. 

Jane eyed her quietly. 

"You'd better not do that again, Mrs. 
Brown," she said, with some sternness, " and 
as to getting married : why, s'pose you mind 
your own business 1 " 

Mrs. Brown threw herself back in her 
chair, and laughed until the tears ran down 
her face. When she recovered, it was to 
address Mrs. Gray. 

" La, Mrs. Gray 1 can't you find it ? " she 
said. " Why, I told you, third column, se- 
cond page, ' The Church in a Mess.' You 
can't miss. I have put a pin in it." 

Spite of this kind attention, Mrs. Gray had 
not found " The Church in a Mess." 

"Lawk, Mrs. Brown!" she said, impa- 
tiently, " Where's the use of always raking up 
them sort of things 1 The badness of others 
don't make us good— does it? It's the taxes 
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I think of^ Mrs. Brown; it's the taxes 1 
Now, Rachel, where are you going? " 

"I am going to take home this work, 
mother/' 

Unable to find fault with this, Mrs. Gray 
muttered to herself. She was not ill-natured, 
but fault-finding was with her an inveterate 
habit. 

" La 1 what a muff that girl of yours is, 
Mrs. Gray ! " charitably observed Mrs. Brown, 
as Eachel left the room. For Mrs. Brown, 
being Mrs. Gray's cousin, landlady, and 
neighbour, took the right to say everything 
she pleased. 

" She ain't particlerly bright," confessed 
Mrs. Gray, poking the fire, "but you see, 
Mrs. Brown — " 

Rachel closed the door, and heard no more. 
Whilst Mrs. Brown was talking, she had been 
tying up her parcel. She now put on her 
bonnet and cloak, and went out. 

It is sweet, after the toil of a day, to 
breathe fresh air, London air even though it 
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should be. It is sweet, after the long close- 
ness of the work-room, to walk out and feel 
the sense of life and liberty. A new being 
seemed poured into Eachel as she went on. 

" I wonder people do not like this street,'' 
she thought, pausing at the comer to look 
back on the grey, quiet line she was leaving 
behind. " They caU it dull, and to me it is so 
calm and sweet." And she sighed to enter 
the noisy and populous world before her. She 
hastily crossed it, and only slackened her pace 
when she reached the wide streets, the man- 
sions with gardens to them, the broad and si- 
lent squares of the west end. She stopped 
before a handsome house, the abode of a rich 
lady who occasionally employed her, because 
she worked cheaper than a fashionable dress- 
maker, and as well. 

Mrs. Moxton was engaged — ^visitors were 
with her — Eachel had to wait — she sat in the 
haU. A stylish footman, who quickly detected 
that she was shy and nervous, entertained 
himself and his companions, by making her 
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ten times more so. His speech was rude — 
his jests were insolent. Eachel was meek 
and humble ; but she could feel insult ; 
and that pride, from which few of Q-od's 
creatures are free, rose within her, and 
flushed her pale cheek with involuntary dis- 
pleasure. 

At length, the infliction ceased. Mrs. Mox- 
ton's visitors left ; Rachel was called in. Her 
first impulse had been to complain of the 
footman to his mistress; but mercy checked 
the temptation ; it might make him lose his 
place. Poor Rachel 1 she little knew that this 
footman could have been insolent to his mis- 
tress herself, had he so chosen. He was six 
foot three, and, in his livery of brown and gold, 
look splendid. In short, he was invaluable, 
and not to be parted with on any account. 

Mrs. Moxton was habitually a well-bred, 
good-natured woman; but every rule has its 
exceptions. Rachel found her very much out 
of temper. To say the truth, one of hej^re- 
cent visitors was in the Mrs. Brown style ; 
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Mrs. Moxton had been provoked and irritated ; 
and Bacliel paid for it. 

" Now, Miss Gray/' she said, with solemn 
indignation, "what do you mean by bringing 
back work in this style ? That flounce is at 
least an inch too high ! I thought you an in- 
telligent young person — ^but really, really ! '' 

"It's very easily altered, ma'am,'* said 
Rachel, submissively. 

" You need not trouble," gravely replied 
Mrs. Moxton. "I owe you something; you 
may call with your bill to-morrow." 

"I shall not be able to call to-morrow, 
ma'am ; and if it were convenient now — " 

" It is not convenient now 1 " said Mrs. 
Moxton, rather haughtily. She thought 
Rachel* the most impertinent creature she 
had ever met with — ^that is to say, next to that 
irritating Mrs. Maberly, who had repeated 
that provoking thing about Mr. So-and-So. 
Rachel sighed and left the house. Like all 
shy persons, she was easily depressed. It was 
night when she stood once more in the street. 
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Above the pale outline of the houses spread a 
sky of dark azure. A star shone in it^ a little 
star ; but it burned with as brilliant a light 
as any great planet. Eachel gazed at it ear- 
nestly, and the shadow passed away. " What 
matter 1 " she thought, " even though a man 
in livery made a jest of me — even though a 
lady in silk was scornful. What matter 1 God 
made that star for me as well as for her ! 
Besides,'' she added, checking a thought 
which might, she feared, be too proud, 
" besides, who, and what am I, that I should 
repine ? '' 



CHAPTER II. 

Rachel went on ; but she did not turn 
homewards. She left the broad and airy street, 
where Mrs. Moxton lived. She entered a 
narrow one, long and gloomy. It led her into 
a large and gas-lit square. She crossed it with- 
out looking right or left : a thought led her 
on like a speU. Through streets and alleys, 
by lanes and courts — on she went, until at 
length she stood in the heart of a populous 
neighbourhood. Cars were dashing along the 
pavement ; night vendors were screaming at 
their stalls, where tallow lights flared in the 
night wind. Drunken men were shouting in 
gin palaces, wretched looking women were 
coming out of pawnbrokers' shops, and pre- 
cocious London children were pouring into a 

2 
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theatre, where their morals were to be im- 
proved, and their understandings were to be 
enlightened, at the moderate rate of a penny a 
head. 

Kachel sighed at all she saw, and divined. 
" Poor things 1 " she thought, " if they only 
knew better/' But this compassionate feeling 
did not exclude a sort of fear. Rachel kept 
as much as she could in the gloomy part of 
the streets ; she shrank back nervously from 
every rude group, and thus she at length 
succeeded in attracting the very thing she 
most wished to shun — observation. Three or 
four women, rushing out of a public-house, 
caught sight of her timid figure. At once, 
one of them — she was more than half intoxi- 
cated — burst out into a loud shouting laugh, 
and, seizing Eachel's arm, swung her round on 
the pavement. 

" Let me go 1 " said Rachel. " I am in a 
hurry." She trembled from head to foot, and 
vainly tried to put on the appearance of a 
courage she felt not. 
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" Give me something for drink then," inso- 
lently said the woman. 

Rachers momentary fear was already over ; 
she had said to herself, " and what can happen 
to me without God's will ? " and the thought 
had nerved her. She looked very quietly at 
the woman's flushed and bloated face, and as 
quietly she said : 

" You have drunk too much already ; let 
me go/' 

"No I wont," hoarsely replied her tor- 
mentor, and she used language which, though 
it could not stain the pure heart of her who 
heard it, brought the blush of anger and shame 
to her cheek. 

" Let me go ! " she said, trembling this 
time with indignation. 

" Yes — ^yes, let the young woman go, 
MoUy," observed one of the woman's com- 
panions who had hitherto looked on apathet- 
ically. She officiously disengaged Rachel's 
arm, whispering as she did so : " You'd better 
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cut now — rU hold her. Molly's awfiil when 
she's got them fits on." 

Kachel hastened away, followed by the 
derisive shout of the whole group. She 
turned down the first street she found ; it was 
dark and silent, yet Eachel did not stop until 
she reached the veiy end of it ; then she 
paused to breathe a while, but when she put 
her hand in her pocket for her handkerchief 
it was gone ; with it had disappeared her 
purse, and two or three shillings. Eachel 
saw and understood it all — ^the friend of 
Molly, her officious deliverer, was a pick- 
pocket. She hung down her head and sighed, 
dismayed and astonished, not at her loss, but 
at the sin. " Ah ! dear Lord Jesus," she 
thought, full of sorrow, "that thou shouldst 
thus be crucified anew by the sins of thy 
people ! " Then followed the perplexing 
inward question : " Oh 1 why is there so 
much sin ? " " God knows best," was the in- 
ward raply, and once more calm and serene, 
Bachel went on. At first, she hardly knew 
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where she was. She stood in a dark thorough- 
fare where three streets met — three narrow 
streets that scarcely broke on the surrounding 
gloom. Hesitatingly she took the first. It 
happened to be that which she wanted. When 
Rachel recognized it, her pace slackened, her 
heart beat, her colour -came and went, she 
was much moved ; she prayed too — ^she prayed 
with her whole heart, but she walked very 
slowly. And thus she reached at length a 
lonely little street not quite so gloomy as that 
which she had been^ following. 

She paused at the comer shop for a mo- 
ment. It was a second-hand ironmonger's; 
rusty iron locks, and rusty tongs and shovels, 
and rusty goods of every description kept 
grim company to tattered books and a few old 
pictures, that had contracted an iron look 
in their vicinity. A solitary gas-light lit the 
whole. 

Bachel stopped and looked at the books, 
and at the pictures, but only for a few seconds. 
If she stood there, it was not to gaze with 
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passing curiosity on those objects ; she kne^w 
them all of old, as she knew every stone of 
that street ; it was to wait until the flush of 
her cheek had subsided, and the beating of 
her heart had grown still. 

At length she went on. When she reached 
the middle of the street she paused ; she stood 
near a dark house, shrouded within the gloom 
of its doorway. Opposite her, on the other 
side of the way, was a small shop lit from 
within. From where she stood, Eachel could 
see everything that passed in that abode. 
A carpenter lived there, for the place was full 
of rough deal boards standing erect against 
the wall, and the floor was heaped high with 
shavings. Presently a door within opened, 
the master of the shop entered it, and set 
himself to work by the light of a tallow candle. 
He was a tall, thin man, grey-headed and 
deeply wrinkled, but strong and hale for his 
years. As he bent over his work, the light 
of the candle vividly defined his angular 
figure and sharp features. Bachel looked at 
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him ; her eyes filled with tears, she brashed 
them away with her hand, for they prevented 
her from seeing, but they returned thicker and 
&ster. 

" Oh ! my father, my father ! '' she cried 
within her heart, " why must I stand here in 
darkness looking at you? why cannot I go 
in to you, like other daughters to their father ? 
why do you not love your child? '' Her heart 
seemed full to bursting ; her eyes overflowed, 
her breathing was broken by sobs, and in the 
simple and pathetic words of Scripture, she 
turned away her head, and raised her voice and 
wept aloud. 

Bachel Gray was the daughter of the grey- 
headed carpenter by a first wife ; soon after 
whose death he had married again. Mrs. Gray 
was his second wife, and the mother of his 
youngest daughter. She was kind in her way, 
but, that was at the best a harsh one. Eachel 
was a timid, retiring child, plain, awkward, 
and sallow, with nothing to attract the eye, 
and little to please the fancy. Mrs. Gray 
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did not use her ill certainly, but neither did 
she give her any great share in her affections. 
And why and how should a step-mother have 
loved Kachel when her own father did not? 
when almost from her birth she had been to 
him as though she did not exist — as a being 
who, uncalled for and unwanted, had come 
athwart his life. Never had he, to her know- 
ledge, taken her in his arms, or on his knee ; 
never had he kissed or caressed her; never 
addressed to her one word of fondness, or even 
of common kindness. Neither, it is true, had 
he ill-used nor ill-treated her ; he felt no un- 
natural aversion for his own flesh and blood, 
nothing beyond a deep and incurable indiffer- 
ence. For her, his heart remained as a barren 
and arid soil on which the sweet flower of love 
could never bloom. 

There was but one being in this narrow circle 
who really and fondly loved Rachel Gray. 
And this was Jane, her little half sister. 
Rachel was her elder by full five years. When 
she was told one morning that Jane was bom, 
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she heard the tidings with silent awe, then 
with eager curiosity, climbed up on a chair to 
peep at the rosy babe fast asleep in its cradle. 
From that day, she had but one thought — 
her little sister. How describe the mingled 
love and pride with which Eachel received 
the baby, when it was first confided to her 
care, and when to her was allotted the delight- 
ful task of dragging about in her arms a heavy, 
screaming child? And who but Rachel found 
Jane's first tooth? Who but Rachel taught 
Jane to speak, and taught her how to walk ? 
Who else fulfilled for the helpless infant and 
wilful chUd every little office of kindness and 
of love, until at length there woke in her own 
childish heart some of that maternal fondness 
bom with woman, the feeling whence her 
deepest woes and her highest happiness alike 
must spring. When her father was unkind, 
when her step-mother was hasty, Rachel turned 
for comfort to her little sister. In her childish 
caresses, and words, and ways, she found solace 
and consolation. She did not feel it hard that 
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she was to be the slave of a spoiled child, to 
wash, comb, and dress her, to work for her, to 
carry her, to sing to her, to play with her, and 
that, not when she liked, but when it plelused 
Jane. All this Eachel did not mind — Jane 
loved her. She knew it, she was sure of it ; 
and where there is love, there cannot be 
tyranny. 

Thus the two sisters grew up together, 
until one day, without previous warning, Thomas 
Gray went off to America, and coolly left his 
wife and children behind. Mrs. Gray was a 
good and an upright woman; she reared her 
husband's child like her own, and worked for 
both, without ever repining at the double bur- 
den. When her husband returned to England, 
after three years' absence, Mrs. Gray lost no 
time in compelling him to grant her a weekly 
allowance for herself, and for the support of 
her children. Thomas Gray could not resist 
the claim ; but he gave what the law compelled 
him to give, and no more. He never returned 
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to live vith his wife ; he never expressed a 
wish to see either of his daughters. 

He had been back some years when little 
Jane died at thirteen. She died, dreaming of 
heaven, with her hand in that of Eachel, and 
her head on Rachers bosom. She died, bless- 
ing her eldest sister with her last breath, with 
love for her in the last look of her blue eyes, 
in the last smile of her wan lips. It was a 
happy death-bed — one to waken hope, not to 
call forth sorrow ; and yet what became of the 
life of Eachel when Jane was gone ? For a 
long time it was a dreary void — a melancholy 
succession of days and weeks and months, from 
which the happy light had fled — ^from which 
something sweet and delightful was gone for 
ever. 

For, though it may be sweeter to love, than 
to be loved, yet it is hard always to give and 
never to receive in return ; and when Jane 
died, Rachel knew well enough that all the 
love she had to receive upon earth had been 
given unto her. Like the lost Pleiad, "seen 
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no more below/' the bright star of her life had 
left the sky. It burned in other heavens with 
more celestial light ; but it shone no longer 
over her path — to cheer, to comfort, to illume. 

Mrs. Gray was kind ; after her own fashion, 
she loved Eachel. They had grieved and 
suflfered together from the same sorrows, and 
kindred griefs can bind the farthest hearts ; 
but beyond this there was no sympathy be- 
tween them, and Mrs. Gray's affection, such 
as it was, was free from a particle of tender- 
ness. 

She was not naturally a patient or an ami- 
able woman ; and she had endured great and 
unmerited wrongs from Kachers father. Per- 
haps she would have been more than human, 
had she not occasionally reminded her step- 
daughter of Mr. Thomas Gray's misdeeds, and 
now and then taunted her with a " He never 
cared about you — ^you know." 

Aye— Eachel knew it well enough. She 
knew that her own father loved her not — 
that though he had cared little for Jane, not 
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being a tender-hearted man, still that he had 
cared somewhat for that younger, and more 
favoured child. That before he left England, 
he would occasionally caress her ; that when 
she died, tears had flowed down his stern cheek 
on hearing the tidings, and that the words had 
escaped him : " I am sorry I was not there." 

All this Eachel knew. Her mind was too 
noble, and too firm for jealousy ; her heart 
too pious and too humble for rebellious sorrow ; 
but yet she found it hard to bear, and very 
hard to be reminded of it as a reproach and a 
shame. 

Was it not enough that she could not win 
the affection she most longed for? She was 
devoted to her step-mother ; she had fondly 
loved her younger sister ; but earlier bom in 
her heart than these two loves, deeper, and 
more solemn, was the love Eachel felt for her 
father. That instinct of nature, which in him 
was silent, in her spoke strongly. That share 
of love which he denied her, she silently added 
to her own, and united both in one fervent 
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offering. Harshness and indifference had no 
power to quench a feeling, to which love and 
kindness had not given birth. She loved 
because it was her destiny ; because, as she 
once said herself, when speaking of another : 
" A daughter's heart clings to her father with 
boundless charity.*' 

Young as she was when Thomas Gray left 
his home, Eachel remembered him welL His 
looks, the very tones of his voice, were present 
to her. Not once, during the years of his 
absence, did the thought of her father cease 
to haunt her heart. When, from the bitter 
remarks of her step-mother, she learned that 
he had returned, and where he had taken up 
his home, she had no peace until she succeeded 
in obtaining a glimpse of him. Free, as are 
all the children of the poor, she made her way 
to the street where he lived, and many a day 
Walked for weary miles in order to pass by h«r 
father's door. But she never crossed the ^s 
threshold, never spoke to him, never let him 
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know who she was, until the sad day when she 
bore to him the news of her sister's death. 

He received her with his usual coldness — 
in such emotion as he showed, she had no share. 
Like strangers they had met — like strangers 
they parted. But, though his coldness and 
her own timidity prevented nearer advances, 
they did not prevent Bachel from often seeking 
the remote neighbourhood and gloomy street 
where her father dwelt. 

It was a pleasure, though a sad one, to look 
on his face, even if she went not near him ; 
and thus it happened, that on this dark night 
she stood in the sheltering obscurity of the 
well-known doorway, gazing on the solitary old 
man, yet venturing not to cross the narrow 
street. 

The wind blew from the east. It was cold 
and piercing ; yet it could not draw Bachel 
from her vigU of love. StiU she looked and 
lingered, wishing she knew not what ; and 
hoping against hope. Thus she stayed, until 
Thomas Gray left his work, put up the shut- 
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ters, then left the house by the private door, 
and slowly walked away to the nearest public- 
house. 

The shop was once more a blank in the 
dark street. Bachel looked at the deserted 
dwelling and sighed ; then softly and silently 
she stole away. 



CHAPTEE III. 

It was late when Kachel reached home. 
She found her step-mother sitting up for her, 
rigid, amazed, indignant — so indignant, indeed, 
that though she rated Kachel soundly for her 
audacity in presuming to stay out so long 
without previous leave obtained, she quite 
forgot to inquire particularly why she had 
not come home earlier. A series of disasters 
had been occasioned by Eachers absence ; 
Jane and Mary had quarrelled, Mrs. Gray had 
been kept an hour waiting for her supper, the 
beer had naturally become flat and worthless, 
and whilst Mrs. Gray was sleeping — and how 
could she help sleeping, being quite faint and 
exhausted with her long vigil- — ^puss had got 
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up on the table and walked off with Rachel's 
polony. 

There was a touch of quiet humour in 
Rachel, and with a demure smile, she inter- 
nally wondered why it was precisely her polony 
that had been selected by puss, but aloud she 
merely declared that she could make an ex- 
cellent supper on bread and beer. Mrs. Gray, 
who held the reins of domestic management 
in their little household, assured her that she 
had better, for that nothing else was she going 
to get ; she sat down heroically, determined to 
eat the whole of her polony in order to punish 
and provoke her step-daughter ; but somehow 
or other the half of that dainty had, before 
the end of the meal, found its way to the plate 
of Rachel, who, when she protested against 
this act of generosity, was imperiously ordered 
to hold her tongue, which order she did not 
dare to resist ; for if Mrs. Gray's heart was 
mellow, her temper was sufficiently tart. 

The apprentices had long been gone to bed ; 
as soon as supper was over, Mrs. Gray inti- 
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mated to Rachel the propriety of following 
their example. Eachel ventured to demur 
meekly. 

" I cannot, mother — I have work to finish." 

" Then better have sat at home and fin- 
ished it, than have gone gadding about, and 
nearly got a pitch plaster on your mouth,'* 
grumbled Mrs. Gray, who was a firm believer 
in pitch plasters^ and abductions, and high- 
way robberies, and all sorts of horrors. " Mind 
you don't set the house a fire,'* she added, 
retiring. 

" Why, mother,'' said Rachel, smiling, 
" you treat me like a child, and I am twenty- 
six." 

" What about that ? wheu you aint got no 
more sense than a baby." 

Rachel did not venture to dispute a pro- 
position so distinctly stated. She remained 
up, and sat sewing until her work was finished ; 
she then took out from some secret repository 
a small end of candle, lit it, and extinguished 
the long candle, by the light of which she had 
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been working. From her pocket she took a 
small key ; it opened a work-box, whence she 
drew a shirt collar finely stitched ; she worked 
until her eyes ached, but she heeded it not, 
until they closed with involuntary fatigue and 
sleep, and still she would not obey the voice of 
wearied nature ; stiU she stitched for love, like 
the poor shirt-maker for bread, until, without 
previous warning, her candle end suddenly 
flickered, then expired in its socket, and left 
her in darkness. Eachel gently opened the 
window, and partly unclosed the shutter ; the 
moon was riding in the sky above the old house 
opposite, her pale clear light glided over its 
brown walls and the quiet street, down into the 
silent parlour of Eachel. She looked around 
her, moved at seeing familiar objects under an 
unusual aspect. In that old chair she had 
often seen her father sitting ; on such a moon- 
light night as this she and Jane, then already 
declining, had sat by the window, and looking 
at that same sky, had talked with youthful 
fervour of high and eternal things. And now 
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Jane knew the divine secrets she had guessed 
from afar, and Thomas Gray, alas I was a stran- 
ger and an alien in his own home. 

" Who knows/' thought Eachel, " but he 
may return some day? Who knows — who 
can tell ? Life is long, and hope is eternal. 
Ah I if he should come back, even though he 
never looked at me, never spoke, blessed, thrice 
blessed, should ever be held the day....'* 
And a prayer, not framed in words, but in deep 
feelings, gushed like a pure spring from her 
inmost heart. But, indeed, when did she not 
pray? When was God divided from her 
thoughts? When did prayer fail to prompt 
the kind, gentle words that fell from her lips, 
or to lend its daily grace to a pure and blame- 
less life ? 

For to her, God was not what He, alas ! is 
to so many — an unapproachable Deity, to be 
worshipped from afar, in fear and trembling, 
or a cold though sublime abstraction. No, 
Jesus was her friend, her counsellor, her refuge. 
Inhere was familiarity and tenderness in her 
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very love for Him ; and, though she scarcely 
knew it herself, a deep and fervent sense of 
His divine humanity, of those thirty-three 
years of earthly Ufe, of toil, of poverty, of 
trouble, and of sorrow which move our very 
hearts within us, when we look from Bethlehem 
to Calvary, from the lowly birth in the Manger 
to the bitter death on the Cross. 

We might ask, were these the pages to raise 
such questions, why Jesus is not more loved 
thus — as a friend, and a dear one, rather than 
as a cold master to be served, not for love, but 
for wages. But let it rest. Sufficient is it for 
us to know that not thus did Eachel Gray love 
him, but with a love in which humility and 
tenderness equally blended. 

After a meditative pause, she quietly put 
away her things by moonlight, then agaiu 
closed shutter and window, and softly stole up 
to the room which she shared with her step- 
mother. She soon fell asleep, and dreamed 
that she had gone to live with her father, who 
said to her, " Rachel I Rachel I " So great 
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was her joy, that she awoke. She found her 
mother already up, and scolding her because 
she still slept. 

" Mother," asked Rachel, leaniug up on one 
elbow, " was it you who called me, Rachel ? " 

" Why aint I been a calling of you this last 
hour ? " asked Mrs. Gray, with much asperity. 

Rachel checked a sigh, and rose. 

" Get up Jane — get up Mary," said Mrs. 
Gray, rapping soundly at the room door of the 
two apprentices. 

" Let them sleep a little longer, poor young 
things ! " implored Rachel. 

"No, that I won't," replied her mother, with 
great determination, " lazy little creatures." 

And to the imminent danger of her own 
knuckles, she rapped so pertinaciously, that 
Jane and Mary were unable to feign deafness, 
and replied, the former acting as spokeswoman, 
that Mrs. Gray needn't be making all that 
noise ; for that they heard her, and were 
getting up. " I thought I'd make them hear 
me," muttered Mrs. Gray, hobbling down stairs. 



48 BAGHEL GRAY. 

There are some beings who lead lives so 
calm, that when they look back on years, they 
seem to read the story of a few days ; and of 
these was Eachel Gray. Life for her flowed 
dull, monotonous and quiet, as that of a nun in 
her cloister. The story of one day was the 
story of the next. A few hopes, a few precious 
thoughts she treasured in her heart ; but out- 
wardly, to work, to hear idle gossip, to eat, 
drink, and sleep, seemed her whole portion, 
her destiny from morn tiU night, from birth to 
the grave. 

Like every day passed this day. When it 
grew so dark that she could see no more to 
work, she put her task by, and softly stole away 
to a little back room up-stairs. 

It was a very small room indeed, with a 
bed, where the apprentices slept ; a chest of 
drawers, a table, and two chairs : — ^many a 
closet is larger. Its solitary window looked 
out on the little yard below ; low walls, against 
which grew Eachel's stocks and waU-flowers, 
enclosed it. From the next house, there came 
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the laughter and the screams too of children, 
and of babies ; and from a neighbouring forge, 
a loud, yet not unmusical clanMng, with which 
now and then, blended the rude voices of the 
men, singing snatches of popular songs. Dim- 
med by the smoke of the forge, and by the 
natural heaviness of a London atmosphere, 
the sky enclosed all ; yet, even through the 
smoke and haze, fair rosy gleams of the setting 
sun shone in that London sky, and at the 
zenith there was a space of pure, ethereal 
blue — soft, and very far from sinfiil and suffer- 
ing earth, where glittered in cahn beauty a 
lai^e and tranquil star. 

Bachel sat by the window. She listened to 
earth : she looked at Heaven. Her heart 
swelled with love, and prayer, and tenderness, 
and hope. Tears of delight filled her eyes ; 
she murmured to herself verses from psalms 
and hymns — ^all praising God, all telling the 
beauty of God's creation. Oh ! pure and 
beautiful, indeed, would be the story of these 
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your eyening musings, if we could rightly tell 
it here, Bachel Gray. 

Beader, if to learn how a fine nature found 
its way through darkness and mist, and some 
suffering to the highest, and to the noblest of 
the delights God has granted to man — ^the 
religious and the intellectual; if, we say, to 
learn this give you pleasure, you may read on 
to the end of the chapter ; if not, pass on at 
once to the next. These pages were not writ- 
ten for you ; and even though you should read 
them, feel and understand them, you never 
will 

Our life is twofold ; and of that double life, 
which, like all of us, Rachel bore within her, 
we have as yet said but little. She was now 
twenty-six ; a tall, thin, sallow woman, im- 
graceful, of shy manners, and but little speech ; 
but with a gentle face, a broad forehead, and 
large brown eyes. By trade, she was a dress- 
maker, of small pretensions ; her father had 
forsaken her early, and her step-mother had 
reared her. This much, knew the little world 
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in which moved Bachel Gray ; this much, and 
no more. We may add, that this same little 
world had, in its wisdom, pronounced Bache] 
Qiray a fooL 

Her education had been very limited. She 
knew how to read, and she could write, but 
neither easily nor welL For though Qoi had 
bestowed on her the rare dower of a fine mind, 
He had not added to it the much more common, 
though infinitely less precious gift, of a quick 
intellect. She learned slowly, with great diffi- 
culty, with sore pain and trouble. Her teachers, 
one and all, pronounced her dull ; her step- 
mother was ashamed of her, and to her dying 
day thought Bachel no better than a simpleton. 

Bachel felt this keenly; but she had no 
means of self-defence. She had not the least 
idea of how she could prove that she was not an 
idiot. One of the characteristics of childhood 
and of youth is a painfiil inability, an entire 
powerlessness of giving the form of speech to 
its deepest and most fervent feelings. The 
infirmity generally dies off with years, perhaps 
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because also dies off the very strength of those 
feelings ; but even as they were to last for ever 
with Eachel Gray, so was that infirmity des- 
tined to endure. Shy, sensitive, and nervous, 
she ^as a noble book, sealed to all save God. 

At eleven, her education, such as it was, 
was over. Rachel had to work, and earn her 
bread. She was reared religiously, and hers 
was a deeply religious nature. The misapplica- 
tion of religion narrows still more a narrow 
mind, but religion, taken in its true sense, en- 
larges a noble one. Yet, not without strife, not 
without suffering, did Rachel make her way. 
She was ignorant, and she was alone ; how to 
ask advice she knew not, for she could not ex- 
plain herself. Sometimes she seemed to see the 
most sublime truths, plain as in a book ; at 
other times, they floated dark and clouded before 
her gaze, or vanished in deep obscurity, and left 
her alone and cast down. She suffered years, 
until, from her very sufferings, perfect feith was 
bom, and from fidth unbounded trust in God, 
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after which her soul sank in deep and blessed 
peace. 

And now, when rest was won, there came 
the want for more. Eeligion is love. Bachel 
wanted thought, that child of the intellect, as 
love is the child of the heart. She did not know 
herself what it was that she needed, until she 
discovered and possessed it — ^imtil she could read 
a book, a pamphlet, a scrap of verse, and brood 
over it, like a bird over her young, not for hours, 
not for days, but for weeks — ^blest in that silent 
meditation. Her mind was tenacious, but slow ; 
she read few books — ^many would have disturbed 
her. Sweeter and pleasanter was it to Bachel 
to tUnk over what she did read, and to treasure 
it up in the chambers of her mind, than to fill 
those chambers with heaps of knowledge. In- 
deed, for knowledge Bachel cared comparatively 
little. In such as displayed more clearly the 
glories of God's creation she delighted ; but 
man's learning, man's science, touched her not. 
To think was her delight; a silent, solitary, 
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forbidden pleasure, in which Eachel had to in- 
dulge by stealth. 

For all this time, and especially since the 
death of her sister, she suffered keenly fix>m 
home troubles, from a little domestic persecution, 
painftd, pertinacious, and irritating. Mrs. Gray 
vaguely felt that her daughter was not like other 
girls, and not knowing that she was in reality 
very far beyond most ; feeling, too, that Bachel 
was wholly unlike herself, and jealously resent- 
ing the &ct, she teased her unceasingly, and did 
her best to interrupt the fits of meditation, 
which she did not scruple to term " moping/' 
When her mind was most hatmted with . some 
fine thought, Bachel had to talk to her step- 
mother, to listen to her, and to take care not to 
reply at random ; if she failed in any of these 
obligations, half-an-hour's lecture was the least 
penalty she could expect. Dear to her, for this 
reason, were the few moments of solitude she 
could call her own ; dear to her was that little 
room, where she could steal away at twilight 
time and think in peace. 
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Very unlike her age was this ignorant dress- 
maker of the nineteenth century. Ask the men 
and women of the day to read volumes ; why, 
there is not a season but they go through the 
Herculean labour of swallowing down histories 
written &ster than time flies, novels by the 
dozen, essays, philosophic and political, books 
of travels, of science, of statistics, besides the 
nameless host of reviews, magazines, and papers, 
daily and weekly. Ask them to study : why, 
what is there they do not know, from the most 
fritile accomplishment to the most abstruse 
science ? Ask them too, if you like, to enter 
life, to view it under aU its aspects ; why, they 
have travelled over the whole earth ; and life, 
they know from the palace down to the hovel ; 
but bid them think ! They stare aghast : it is 
the task of Sisyphus — ^the labour of the Da- 
naide ; as fest as thought enters their mind, it 
goes out again. Bid them commune, one day 
with Otod. and their own hearts — they reply de- 
jectedly that they cannot ; for their intellect is 
quick and brilliant, but their heart is cold. 
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And thought springs from the heart, and in her 
heart had Rachel Gray found it. 

The task impossible to them was to her easy 
and delightful Time wore on ; deeper and 
more exquisite grew what Bachel quaintly 
termed to herself " the pleasures of thinking." 
And oh ! she thought sometimes, and it was a 
thought that made her heart bum, " Oh I that 
people only knew the pleasures of thinking ! 
Oh ! if people would only think I ** And mom, 
and noon, and night, and bending over her work, 
or sitting at peaceful twilight time in the little 
back room, Bachel thought ; and thus she went 
on through life, between those two feir sisters, 
Thought and Prayer. 

Reader, have you known many thinkers ? 
We confess that we have known many men 
and women of keen and great intellect, some 
geniuses ; but only one real thinker have we 
known, only one who really thought for thought's 
own sake, and that one was Rachel Gray. 

And now, if she moves through this story, 
thiTiTring much and doing little, you know why. 



CHAPTER IV. 

It was not merely in meditation that Bachel 
indulged; when she sought the little room. The 
divine did not banish the human from her heart ; 
and she had friends known to her, but from that 
back room window ; but friends they were, and, 
in their way and degree, valued ones. 

First came the neighbour's children. By 
standing up on an old wooden stool in the yard, 
they could see Bachel at her window, and Beichel 
could see them. They were rude and ignorant 
little things enough, and no better than young 
heathens, in rearing and knowledge ; yet they 
liked to hear Bachel singing hymns in a low 
voice ; they even caught from her, scraps of 
verses, and sang them in their own fashion ; 
and when Bachel, hearing this, took courage to 

8* 
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open a conversation with them, and to teach 
them as well as she could, she found in them 
voluntary and sufficiently docile pupils. Their 
intercourse, indeed, was brief, and limited to a 
few. minutes every evening that Eachel could 
steal up to her little room, but it was cordial 
and free. 

Another friend had Rachel, yet one with 
whom she never had exchanged speech. There 
existed, at the back of Mrs. Gray's house, a 
narrow court, inhabited by the poorest of the 
poor. Over part of this court, Mrs. Grajr's back 
windows commanded a prospect which few would 
have envied — ^yet it had proved to Rachel the 
source of the truest and the keenest pleasure. 

From her window, Rachel could look clearly 
into a low damp cellar opposite, the abode of a 
little old Frenchwoman, known in the neigh- 
bourhood, as ^^mad Madame Rose.'' 

Madame Rose, as she called herself, was a 
very diminutive old woman — unusually so, but 
small and neat in all her limbs, and brisk in aU 
her movements. She was dry, too, and brown 
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as a nut, with a restleBS black eye, and a voluble 
tongue, which she exercised mostly in her native 
language — ^not that Madame Bose could not 
speak English; she had resided some fifteen 
years in London, and could say ' yes * and ' no,* 
&c., quite fluently. Her attire looked peculiar, 
in this country, but it suited her person excel- 
lently well ; it was simply that of a French 
peasant woman, with high peaked cap, and 
kerchief, both snow-white, short petticoats, and 
fuU, wide apron, clattering wooden shoes, and 
blue stockings. 

What wind of fortune had wafted this little 
French fairy to a London cellar, no one ever 
knew. How she lived, was almost as great a 
mystery. Every Sunday morning, she went 
forth, with a little wooden stool, and planted 
herself at the door of the French chapel ; she 
asked for nothing, but took what she got. In- 
deed, her business there did not seem to be to 
get anything, but to make herself busy. She 
nodded to every one who went in or out, gave 
unasked-for information, and assisted the police- 
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men in keeping the carriages in order. She 
darted in and out, among wheels and horses, 
with reckless audacity ; and once, to the inj&nite 
wrath of a fat liveried coachman, she suspended 
herself — she was rather short — ^from the aristo- 
cratic reins he held, and boldly attempted to 
turn the heads of his horses. On week days, 
Madame Bose stayed in her cellar, and knitted. 
It was this part of her life which Eachel knew, 
and it was the most beautiful ; for this little, 
laughed-at being, who lived upon charity, was, 
herself, all charity. Never yet, for five years 
that Bachel had watched her, had she seen 
Madame Bose alone in her cellar. Poor girls, 
who looked very much like outcasts, old and 
infirm women, helpless children, had successively 
shared the home, the bed, and the board of 
Madame Rose. For her seemed written the 
beautiful record, " I was naked, and ye clothed 
me ; I was hungry, and ye fed me : athirst, and 
ye gave me drink ; and I was houseless, and you 
sheltered me." 

With humble admiration, Bachel saw a 
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charity and a zeal whicli she could not imitate. 
Like Mary, she could sit at the feet of the Lord, 
and, looking up, listen, rapt and absorbed, to^ 
the divine teaching. But the spirit of Martha, 
the holy zeal and fervour with which she bade 
welcome to her heavenly guest, were not among 
the gifts of Rachel Gray. 

Yet, the pleasure with which she stood in 
the comer of her own window, and looked down 
into the cellar of Madame Bose, was not merely 
that of religious sympathy or admiration. As 
she saw it this evening, with the tallow light 
that burned on the table, rendering every object 
minutely distinct, Bachel looked with another 
feeling than that of mere curiosity. She looked 
with the artistic pleasure we feel, when we gaze 
at some clearly-painted Dutch picture, with its 
back-ground of soft gloom, and its homely de- 
tails of domestic life, relieved by touches of 
brilliant light. Poor as this cellar was, a painter 
would have liked it well ; he would surely have 
delighted in the brown and crazy clothes-press, 
that stood at the farther end, massive and dark ; 
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in tlie shilling kitchen ntensils that decorated 
the walls ; in the low and many-coloured bed ; 
in the clean, white deal table ; in the smoulder- 
ing fire, that bujned in that dark grate, like a 
red eye ; especially would he have gloried in the 
quaint little figure of Madame Bose. 

She had been cooking her supper, and she 
now sat down to it. In doing so, she caught 
sight of Eachers figure ; they were acquainted 
-—that is to say, that Madame Bose, partly 
aware of the interest Bachel took in such 
glimpses as she obtained of her own daily life, 
fiekYOured her with tokens of recognition, when- 
ever she caught sight of her, far or near. She 
now nodded in friendly style, laughed, nodded 
again, and with that communicativeness which 
formed part of her character, successively dis- 
played every article of her supper for Bachers 
inspection. First, came a dishful of dark liquid 
-:-onion soup it was — ^then, a piece of bread, 
not a large one ; then, two apples ; then a 
small bit of cheese-*— for Madame Bose was a 
Frenchwoman, and she would have her soup, 
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and her dish^ and her dessert, no matter on 
what scale, or in what quantity. 

But the Slipper of Madame Bose did not 
alone attract the attention and interest of 
BacheL For a week Madame Bose had enjoyed 
her cellar to herself; her last guest, an old and 
infirm woman, having died of old age ; but, 
since the preceding day, she had taken in a new 
tenant — an idiot girl, of some fourteen years of 
age, whom her father, an inhabitant of the coutt, 
had lately forsaken, and whom society, that 
negligent step-mother of man, had left to her 
&te. 

And now, with tears of emotion and admi- 
ration, Bachel watched the little Frenchwoman 
feeding her adopted child ; having first girt its 
neck with a sort of bib, Madame Bose armed 
herself with a long handled spoon, and standing 
before it — she was too short to sit — she deliber- 
ately poured a sufficient quantity of onion soup 
down its throat, a proceeding which the idiot 
girl received with great equanimity, opening and 
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flhatting her moutli with exemplary regularity 
and seriousness. 

So absorbed was Rachel in looking, that she 
never heard her mother calling her from below, 
until the summons was, for a third time, angrily 
repeated. 

"Now, Rachel, what are you doing up 
there ? '* asked the sharp voice of Mrs. Gray, 
at the foot of the staircase ; " moping, as 
usual I Eh ? " 

Rachel started, and hastened down stairs, a 
little frightened. She had remained unusually 
long. What if her mother should suspect that 
she had gone up for the purpose of thinking ? 
Mrs. Gray had no such suspicion, fortunately ; 
else she would surely have been horror-struck at 
the monstrous idea, that Rachel should actually 
dare to think I The very extravagance of the 
supposition saved Rachel. It was not to be 
thought of. 

The candle was lit. Mrs. Brown and an- 
other neighbour had looked in. Gossip, fla- 
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voured witli scandal — else it would have been 
tasteless — ^was at fuU gallop. 

" La ! but didn't I always say so ? '" ex- 
claimed Mrs. Brown^ who bad always said 
everything. 

"I couldn't have believed it, that I 
couldn't ! " emphatically observed Mrs. Gray. 

" La, bless you, Mrs. Gray ! I could," 
sneered the neighbour, who was sharp, thin, 
and irritable. 

Even Jane had her word : 

"I never liked her," she said, giving her 
thread a pull. 

" Who is she ? " languidly asked Mary, 
letting her work faU on her knees. 

"Never you mind, Miss," tartly replied 
Jane. " Just stitch on, will you." 

Mrs. Brown was again down on the un- 
lucky absent one. 

" Serve her right," she said, benevolently. 
" Serve her right — the set up thing ! Oh ! 
there's Bachel. Lawk, Bachel ! what a pity 
you aint been here ! You never heard such 
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a story as has come out about that little stay- 
maker, Humpy, as I call her. Why, she's 
been a making love to — ^la ! but I can't help 
laughing, when I think of it ; and it's aU true, 
every word of it ; aint it, Mrs. Smith ? " 

Mrs. Smith loffcily acquiesced. 

" Oh ! my little room — ^my little room ! " 
inwardly sighed Bachel, as she sat down to 
her work. She hoped that the story was, at 
least, finished and over ; but if it was, the 
commentaries upon it were only beginning, and 
Heaven knows if they were not various and 
abundant. 

Bachel did her best to abstract herself ; to 
hear, and not listen. She succeeded so well 
that she only awoke from her dream when Mrs. 
Brown said to her, 

" Well, Bachel, why don't you answer, 
then?" 

Bachel looked up, with a start, and said, in 
some trepidation, 

^^ Answer ! I didn't hear you speak, 
ma'am." 
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"Didn't you now!" knowingly observed 
Mrs. Brown, winking on the rest of the 
company. 

"No, ma'am, I did not, indeed,*' replied 
Kachel, earnestly. 

" Bless the girl ! " said Mrs. Brown, laugh- 
ing outright ; " why, you must be growing 
deaf." 

"I hope not," said Bachel, rather per- 
plexed ; " yet, perhaps, I am ; for, indeed, I 
did not hear you." 

" La, Miss Gray ! don't you see they are 
making fun of you?" impatiently observed 
Jane. " Why, Mrs. Brown hadn't been a say- 
ing anything at alL" 

Bachel reddened a little, and there was a 
general laugh at her expense. The joke was 
certainly a witty one. But Mrs. Gray, who 
was a touchy woman, was not pleased ; and no 
sooner were her amiable visitors gone, than she 
gave it to Bachel for having been laughed at 
with msolent rudeness. 

" If you were not sich a simpleton," she 
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Baid^ in great anger, " people wouldn't dare to 
laugh at you. They wouldn't take the liberty. 
No one ever laughed at me, I can tell you. 
No Mrs. Brown ; no, nor no Mrs. Smith 
either. But you ! why, they'll do anythink 
to you." 

Bachel looked up fix)m her work into her 
mother's face. It rose to her lips to say — 
" K you were not the first to make little of me, 
would others dare to do so?" but she re- 
membered her lonely forsaken childhood, and 
bending once more over her task, Bachel held 
her peace. 

"I want to go to ted," peevishly said 
Mary. 

" Then go, my dear," gently replied 
Bachel. 

" You'll spoil that girl," observed Mrs. 
Gray, with great asperity. 

" She is not strong," answered Bachel ; 
^'and I promised Mr. Jones she should not 
work too mucL" 
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" Not much fear of that/' drily said Jane, 
as the door closed on Mary. 

No one answered. Eachel worked ; her 
mother read the paper, and for an hour there 
was deep silence in the parlour. As the 
church clock struck nine, a knock came at 
the door. Jane opened, and a rosy, good- 
humoured looking man entered the parlour. 
He was about forty, short, stout, with rather 
a low forehead, and stubby hair; altogether, 
he seemed more remarkable for good-nature 
than for intelligence. At once his look went 
round the room. 

" Mary is gone ' to bed, Mr. Jones,'' said 
Bachel, smiling. 

"To bed! She ain't ill, I hope, Miss 
Gray," he exclaimed, with an alarmed start. 

" lU 1 Oh, no 1 but she felt tired. I am 
sorry you have had this long walk for 
nothing." 

"Never mind. Miss Gray," he replied 
cheerfully ; then sitting down, and wiping his 
moist brow, he added — "the walk does me 
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good^ and then I hear how she is^ and Fve the 
pleasure of seeing you alL And so she's quite 
weU,isshe?" 

He leaned his two hands on the head of 
his walking-stick, and looking over it, smiled 
abstractedly at his own thoughts. Mrs. Gray 
roused him with the query — 

" And what do you think of the state of 
the nation, Mr. Jones? " 

Mr. Jones scratched his head, looked 
puzzled, hemmed, and at length came out 
with the candid confession : 

" Mrs. Q-ray, I ain't no politician. For all 
I see, politics only brings a poor man into 
trouble. Look at the Chartists, and the tenth 
of April." 

" Ah ! poor things ! " sighed Eachel, " I 
saw them — ^they passed by here. How thin 
they were — ^how careworn they looked 1 " 

Mrs. Gray remained aghast. Bachel had 
actually had the audacity to give an opinion 
on any subject unconnected with dress-making 
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— and even on that^ poor girl 1 she was not 
always allowed to speak. 

"Now, Eachel," she said, rallying, "ti^B 
you hold your tongue, and speak of what you 
know, and not meddle with politics/' 

We must apologize for using italics, but 
without their aid we never could convey to 
our readers a proper idea of the awful so- 
lemnity with which Mrs. Gray emphasized 
her address. Eachel was rather bewildered, 
for she was not conscious of having said a 
word on politics, a subject she did not under- 
stand, and never spoke on ; but she had long 
learned the virtue of silence. She did not 
reply. 

"As to the Chartists?'' resumed Mrs. 
Gray, turning to Mr. Jones. 

" Law bless you, Mrs. Gray, I ain't one of 
them ! " he hastily replied. " I mind my 
own business — that's what I do, Mrs. Gray. 
The world must go roimd, you know." 

" So it must," gravely replied that lady. 
" You never said a truer thing, Mr. Jones." 
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And very likely Mr. Jones had not. 

" And I must go off," said Mr. Jones, 
rising with a half-stifled sigh, " for it's getting 
late, and I have five miles to walk" 

And, undetained by Mrs. Gray's slow but 
honest entreaty to stay and share their 
supper, he left. Bachel lighted him out. 
As she closed the parlour door, he looked at 
her, and lowering his voice, he said hesitat- 
ingly : 

" I couldn't see her, could I, Miss Gray ? " 

Poor Bachel hesitated. She knew that 
she should get scolded if she complied ; but 
then, he looked at her with such beseeching 
eyes — ^he wished for it so very much. Kind- 
ness prevailed over fear; she smiled, and 
treading softly, led the way up-stairs. As 
softly, he followed her up into the little back 
room. 

Mary was fast asleep ; her hands were 
folded over the coverlet of variegated patch- 
work; her head lay slightly turned on the 
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white pillow ; the frill of her cap softly shaded 
her pale, young face, now slightly flushed with 
sleep. Her father bent over her with fond 
love, keeping in his breath. Rachel held 
the light ; she turned her head away, that 
Mr. Jones might not see her eyes, fast filling 
with tears. " Oh ! my father — ^my father 1 " 
she thought, " never have you looked so at 
your child — never — never 1 " 

On tip-toe, Mr. Jones softly withdrew, and 
stole downstairs. 

"I'd have kissed her,'' he whispered to 
Rachel, as she opened the door for him, " but 
it might have woke her out of that sweet 
sleep." 

And away he went, happy to have pur- 
chased, by a ten miles walk after a day's hard 
labour, that look at his sleeping child. 

" Oh, Lord ! how beautiful is the love 
Thou hast put into the hearts of Thy crea- 
tures ! " thought Rachel Gray ; and though it 
had not been her lot to win that love, the 
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thought was to her so sweet and so lovely^ 
that she bore without repining her expected 
scolding. 

" Mrs. Gray had never heard of such a 
think — neYei" 



CHAPTER V. 

The rich man has his intellect^ and its 
pleasnres; he has his books^ his studies^ his 
club^ his lectures, his excursions; he has 
foreign lands, splendid cities, galleries, mu- 
seums, ancient and modem art : the poor 
man has his child, solitary delight of his 
hard tasked life, only solace of his cheerless 
home. 

Bichard Jones had but that one child, that 
peevish, sickly, fretful little daughter; but 
she was his alL He was twenty-one, when the 
grocer in whose shop his youth had been spent, 
died a bankrupt, leaving one chUd, a daughter, 
a pale, sickly young creature of seventeen^ 
called Mary Smith. 

Bichard Jones had veneration large. He 
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had always felt for this young lady an awful 
degree of respect, quite sufficient of itself to 
preclude love, had he been one to know this 
beautiful feeling by more than hearsay — 
which he was not. Indeed, he never could 
or would have thought of Mary Smith as 
something less than a goddess^ if, calling at 
the house of the relative to whom she had 
gone, and finding her in tears, and, on her 
own confession, very miserable, he had not 
felt moved to offer himself, most hesitatingly, 
poor fellow ! for her acceptance. 

Miss Smith gave gracious consent. They 
were married, and lived most happily together. 
Poor little Mary's temper was none of the 
best ; • but Eichard made every allowance : 
" Breaking down of the business — ^father's 
death — having to marry a poor fellow like 
him, &c." In short, he proved the most 
humble and devoted of husbands, toiled like 
a slave to keep his wife like a lady, and never 
forgot the honour she had conferred upon 
him ; to this honour Mrs. Jones added, after 
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three years, by presenting him with a sicUy 
baby, which, to its mother's name of Mary, 
proudly added that of its maternal grandfather 
Smith. 

A year after the birth of Mary Smith 
Jones, her mother died. The affections of 
the widower centred on his child ; he had, 
indeed, felt more awe than fondness for his 
deceased wife — ^love had never entered his 
heart ; he carried it with him, pure and vir- 
gin, to the grave, impressed with but one 
image — ^that of his daughter. 

He reared his little baby alone and unaided. 
Once, indeed, a female friend insisted on re- 
lieving him from the charge ; but, after sur- 
rendering his treasure to her, after spending a 
sleepless night, he rose with dawn, and went 
and fetched back his darling. During his 
wife's lifetime, he had been employed in a 
large warehouse ; but now, in order to stay at 
home, he turned basket-maker. His child 
slept with him, cradled in his arms; he 
washed, combed, dressed it himself every 
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moming^ and made a woman of himself for 
its sake. 

When Mary grew up, her father sent her 
to school, and resumed his more profitable 
out-door occupation. After a long search and 
much deliberation, he prenticed her to Bachel 
Gray, and with her Mary Jones had now been 
about a month. 

" How pretty she looted, with that bit of 
pink on her cheek," soliloquized Richard 
Jones, as he turned roimd the comer of the 
street on his way homewards ; and fairer 
than his mistress's image to the lover's fancy, 
young Mary's face rose before her father on 
the gloom of the dark night. A woman's 
voice suddenly broke on his reverie. She 
asked him to direct her to the nearest grocer's 
shop. 

"I am a stranger to the neighbourhood," 
he replied ; " but I dare say this young person 
can tell us ; " and he stopped a servant-girl, 
and put the question to her. 

" A grocer's shop ? " she said, " there's not 
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one within a mile. You muBt go down the 
next street on your right-hand^ turn into the 
alley on yonr left, then turn to your right 
again, and if you take the fifth street after 
that, it will take you to the Teapot/' 

She had to repeat her directions twice be- 
fore the woman fairly imderstood them. 

" What a chance ! " thought Jones, as he 
again walked on ; " not a grocer's shop within 
a mile. Now, suppose I had, say fifty poimds, 
just to open with, how soon the thing would 
do for itself. And then I'd have my little 
Mary at home with me. Yes, that would be 
something 1 " 

Ay; the shop and Mary! — ambition and 
love ! Ever since he had dealt tea and sugar 
in Mr. Smith's establishment, Bichard Jones 
had been haunted with the desire to become a 
tradesman, and do the same thing in a shop of 
his own. But, conscious of the extravagant 
ftitility of this wish, Jones generally consoled 
himself with the thought that grocer's shops 
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were as thick as muslirooins^ and that^ capital 
or no capital, there was no room for him. 

And now, as he walked home, dreaming, 
he could not but sigh; for there was room, 
he could not doubt . it — ^but where was the 
capital? He was stUl vaguely wondering in 
his own mind, by what magical process the 
said capital could possibly be called up, when 
he reached his own home. There he found 
that, in his absence, a rudely scrawled scrap of 
paper had been slipped under his room door ; 
it was to the following purport : 

"Dear J., 
" Als up ; form broke. Weral inn for it. 
"Yours, 

"S.S.'' 

This laconic epi^le signified that the firm 
in whose warehouse Richard Jones was em- 
ployed, had stopped payment. Rich men lost 
their thousands, and eat none the worse a din- 
ner ; Richard Jones lost his week's wages, his 
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future employment, and remained stunned with 
the magnitude of the blow. 

His first thought flew to his child. 

" How shall I pay Miss Gray for my little 
Mary's keep ? " he exclaimed, inwardly. 

He cast his look round the room to see what 
he could pledge or sell. Alas I there was 
little enough there. His next feeling was, 

" My darling must know nothing about it. 
Thank God, she is not with me now 1 Thank 
God!'' 

But, though this was some sort of comfort, 
the future still looked so dark and threatening, 
that Jones spent a sleepless night, tossing in 
his bed, and groaning so loudly, that his land- 
lady forsook her couch to knock at his door, 
and inquire, to his infinite confusion, " if Mr. 
Jones felt poorly, and if there was anything 
she could do for him, and if he would like some 
hot ginger?" To which Mr. Jones replied, 
with thanks, " that he was quite weU, much 
obliged to her all the same." 

After this significant hint, he managed to 
4* 
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keep quiet. Towards morning, he fell asleep, 
and dreamed he had found a purse full of 
guineas, and that he was going to open a 
grocer's shop, to be called the Teapot. 

Bichard Jones was sober, intelligent enough 
for what he had to do, and not too intelligent 
— ^which is a great disadvantage ; he bore an 
excellent character ; and yet, somehow or other, 
whe^ he searched for employment, there seemed 
to be no room for him ; and had he been a 
philosopher, which, most fortunately for his 
peace of mind, he was not, he must inevitably 
have come to the conclusion, that in this world 
he was not wanted. 

We are not called upon to enter into the 
history of his struggles. He maintained a 
sort of precarious existence, now working at 
this, now working at that ; for he was a Jack 
of all trades, and could turn his hand to any- 
thing, but certain of no continual employment. 
How he went through it all, stUl paying Miss 
Gray, still keeping up a decent appearance, 
contracting no debts, the pitying eye which 
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alone looks down on the bitter trials of the 
poor, also alone knows. 

The poorer a man gets, the more he thinks 
of wealth and money ; the narrower does the 
world close around him, and all the wider grows 
the world of his charms. The shop, which had 
only been a dormant idea in Bichard Jones's 
mind, now became a living phantom ; day and 
night, mom and noon it haunted him. When 
he had nothing to do — ^and this was, unfortu- 
nately, too often the case — he sought intuitively 
the suburb where Eachel Gray dwelt ; ascer- 
tained, over and over, that within the mile 
circuit of that central point there did not exist 
one grocer's shop, and finally determined that 
the precise spot where, for public benefit and 
its own advantage, a grocer's shop should be, 
was just round the comer of the street next to 
that of Bachel Gray, in a dirty little house^ 
now occupied by a rag and bottle establishment, 
with very dirty windows, and a shabby black 
doll dangling like a thief, over the doorway ; 
spite of which enticing prospect^ the rag and 
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bottle people seemed to thrive but indifferently, 
if bne might judge from the sulky, ill-tempered 
looking woman, whom Jones always saw within, 
sorting old rags, and scowling at him when- 
ever she caught him in the act of peering in. 

It was, therefore, with no surprise, though 
with some uneasiness, that coming one day to 
linger as usual near the place, Jones found 
the rag and bottle shop closed, the black doll 
gone, and the words, " To let '* scrawled, in 
white chalk, on the shutters. Convinced that 
none but a grocer could take such a desirable 
shop, and desirous, at least, to know when this 
fated consummation was to take place, Jones 
took courage, and went on as far as Bachel 
Gray's. 

Jane, the grim apprentice, opened to him, 

" There's no one at home/' she said. 

Mr. Jones pleaded fatigue, and asked to be 
permitted to rest awhile. She did not oppose 
his entrance, but grimly repelled all his at- 
tempts at opening a conversation. He entered 
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(HI that most innoceiit topic, the weather, and 
praised it. 

" It has been raining/' was Jane's emphatic 
reply. 

" Oh ! has it ? What's them bells ringmg 
for, I wonder." 

" They aint a ringing ; they're a tolling." 

Mr. Jones, rather confused at being thus 
put down by a girl of sixteen, coughed behind 
his hand, and looked round the room for a sub- 
ject. He found none, save a general inquiry 
after the health of Mary, Mrs. Gray, and Miss 
Gray. 

" They're all well enough," disdainfully re- 
plied Jane. 

" Oh, are they ! I see the rag and bottle 
shop is shut," he added, plunging desperately 
into the subject. 

" Spose it is ! " answered Jane, eyeing him 
rather defiantly ; for the rag and bottle woman 
was her own aunt ; and she thought the ob- 
servation of a personal nature. 

Though much taken aback, Jones, spurred 
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on by the irresistible wish to know, ventured 
on another question. 

" You don't know who is going to take it 
next, do you ? " 

" Oh ! you want to take it, do you ? " said 
Jane. 

" I — ^I ! " exclaimed Jones, flurried and dis- 
concerted. " La, bless the young woman ! I 
amt in the rag and bottle line, am I ? '' 

He thought by this artful turn to throw 
his young enemy off the scent ; but her re- 
joinder showed him the futility of the attempt. 

" I didn't say you was, did 11" she replied, 
drily. 

Jones rose precipitately, and hastily desir- 
ing his love to Mrs. Gray, and his respects to 
Mary, he retreated most shamefully beaten. 
He did not breathe freely until he reached 
the end of the street, and once more found 
himself opposite the closed rag shop. How he 
had come there, he did not rightly know ; for 
it was not his way home. But, being there, 
he naturally gave it another look. He stood 
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gazing at it very attentively, and absorbed in 
thought, when he was roused by a sharp voice, 
which said, 

" P'raps you'd like to see it within/' 

The voice came from above. Eichard 
looked up. The first floor window was open, 
and a man's head was just thrust out of it. 
It looked down at him in the street, and ap- 
parently belonged to a little old man, to whom 
one very sharp eye — ^the other was closed up 
quite tight — and a long nose, which went aU 
of one side, gave a rather remarkable appear- 
ance. 

" Thank you, sir," replied Jones, rather 
confused. " I— I—" 

Before he had got to the end of his speech, 
the old man vanished from the window, and 
suddenly appeared at the private door, beckon- 
ing him in. 

" Come in," he said, coaxingly, like an ogre 
luring in an unwary little boy. 

And, drawn as by a magnet, Jones entered. 

^^ Dark passage, but good shop," said the 
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old man. He opened a door, and in the shop 
suddenly stepped Bichard Jones. It was small, 
dirty, and smelt of grease and old rags. 

" Good shop," said the old man, rubbing 
his hands in seeming great glee ; " neat back 
parlour ; " he opened a glass door, and Jones 
saw a triangular room, not much larger than a 
good-sized cupboard. 

"More rooms up-stairs," briskly said the 
old man ; he nimbly darted up an old wooden 
staircase, that creaked under him. Mechani- 
cally Jones followed. There were two rooms 
on the upper and only storey ; one of moderate 
size ; the other, a little larger than the back 
parlour. 

" Good shop," began the old man, reckoning 
on his fingers, " ca-pital shop ; neat parlour — 
very neat ; upper storey, two rooms ; one 
splen-did ; cosy bedroom ; rent of the whole, 
only thirty-five pounds a-year— only thirty-five 
pounds a-year ! " 

The repetition was uttered impressively. 

" Thank you — much obliged to you," began 
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Bichard Jones, wishing himself fairly out of 
the place ; " but you see — " 

" Stop a bit/' eagerly interrupted the old 
man, catching Jones by the button-hole, and 
fixing him, as the ' Ancient Mariner ' fixed the 
wedding guest, with his glittering eye, " stop 
a bit ; you take the house, keep shop, parlour, 
and bedroom for yourself and family — plenty ; 
furnish front room, let it at five shillings a 
week ; fifty-two weeks in the year ; five times 
two, ten — ^put down naught, carry one ; five 
times five, twenty-five, and one, twenty-six — 
two hundred and sixty shillings, make thirteen 
pounds ; take thirteen pounds from thirty- 
five—" 

" Law bless you, Sir 1 ** hastily interrupted 
Jones, getting frightened at the practical land- 
lord view the one-eyed and one-sided-nosed old 
man seemed to take of his presence in the 
house. " Law bless you. Sir ! it's all a mistake, 
every bit of it/' 

" A mistake ! " interrupted the old man, his 
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voice rising shrill and loud. "A mistake ! five 
times two, ten — " 

"Well, but I couldn't think of such a 
thing/' in his turn interrupted Jones. " I — " 

"Well then, say thirty pound,'' pertina- 
ciously resumed the old man ; "take thirteen 
from thirty — " 

" No, I can't then — ^really, I can't," des- 
perately exclaimed Jones; "on my word I 
can't." 

" Well, then, say twenty-five ; from twenty- 
five take thirteen — " 

" I tell you, 'tain't a bit of use your taking 
away thirteen at that rate," interrupted Jones, 
rather warmly. 

"And what will you give, then?" asked 
the old man with a sort of screech. 

" Why, nothing ! " impatiently replied 
Jones. "Who ever said I would give any- 
thing? I didn't— did I?" 

"Then what do you come creeping and 
crawling about the place for ? " hissed the old 
man, his one eye glaring defiance on Jones, 
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"eh! jUBt tell me that. Why, these two 
months youVe crept and crept, and crawled 
and crawled, till you've sent the rag and bottle 
people away. ^Sir,' says the rag and bottle 
woman to me, ' Sir, we can't stand it no longer. 
There's a man, Sir, and he prowls around the 
shop, Sir, and he jist looks in, and darts off 
agin, and he won't buy no rags, and he hasn't 
no bottles to sell ; and my husband and me. 
Sir, we can't stand it — ^that's all.' Well, and 
what have you got to say to that, I should like 
to know?" 

Jones, who never had a very ready tongue, 
and who was quite confounded at the accusa- 
tion, remained dumb. 

" I'll tell you what you are, though," cried 
the old man, his voice rising still higher with 
his wrath ; " you are a crawling, creeping, low, 
sneaking fellow ! " 

" Now, old gentleman ! " cried Jones, in his 
turn losing his temper, "just keep a civil 
tongue in your head, will you? I didn't ask 
to come in, did I ? And if I did look at the 
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shop at times, why, a cat can look at a king, 
can't he?'' 

Spite 'of the excellence of the reasoning 
thus popularly expressed, Jones perceived that 
the old man was going to renew his offensive 
language, and as he wisely mistrusted his own 
somewhat hasty temper, he prudently walked 
downstairs, and let himself out. But when he 
reached the street, the old man's head was 
already out of the first-floor window, and Jones 
turned the comer pursued with the words 
" creeping," " crawling." He lost the rest. 



CHAPTER VI. 

Eachel sat alone, working and thinking. 
The dull street was silent ; the sound and stir 
of morning, alive elsewhere, reached it not ; 
but the sky was clear and blue, and on that 
azure field mounted the burning sun, gladden- 
ing the very house-roofs as he went, and filling 
with light and life the quiet parlour of Eachel 
Gray. 

Mrs. Gray was an ignorant woman, and she 
spoke bad English ; but her literary tastes were 
superior to her education and to her language. 
Her few books were good — they were priceless ; 
they included the poetical works of one John 
Milton. Whether Mrs. Gray understood him 
in all his beauty and sublimity, we know not, 
but at least, she read him, seriously, conscien- 
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tiously — and many a fine lady cannot say as 
mucli. Bachel^ too^ read Milton, and loved 
him as a fine mind must ever love that noble 
poet. That very morning, she had been reading 
one of his sonnets too little read, and too little 
known. We will give it here, for though, of 
course, aU our readers are already acquainted 
with it, it might not be present to their 
memfory. 

'* When I consider now my light is spent 
Ere half my days, in this dark world and wide, 
And that one talent which is death to hide, 
Lodg'd with me useless, though my sotd more bent. 

To serve therewith my Maker, and present 
My trne account, lest he, returning, chide ; 
' Doth God exact day-labour, light denied? ' 
I fondly ask : but Patience to prevent 

That murmur, soon replies, ' God doth not need 
Either man's work, or his own gifts ; who best 
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best ; his state 

Is kingly ; thousands at his bidding speed. 
And post o'er land and ocean without rest ; 
They also serve, who only stand and wait.' " 

" * They also serve, who only stand and wait.' " 
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thought Eachel, brooding over the words, as was 
her wont, " and that is my case. Oh, God ! I 
stand and wait, and alas ! I do nothing, for I 
am blind, and ignorant, and helpless, and what 
am I that the Lord should make use of me ; 
yet, in this goodness, my simple readiness to do 
His will, He takes as good service. Oh, Rachel ! 
happy Rachel ! to serve so kind a master." 

Her work dropt on her lap ; and so deep 
was her abstraction, that she heard not the door 
opening, and saw not Richard Jones, until he 
stood within a few paces of her chair. She 
gave a slight start on perceiving him ; and her 
nervous emotion was not lessened, by remarking 
that he was rather pale and looked excited. 

"Mary is very well,'' she said hastily, and 
half smiling at the supposed alarm which had, 
she thought, brought him so suddenly in upon 
her. 

" Of course she is — of course she is," he 
replied, nodding ; then, drawing a chair near to 
Rachel's, he sat down upon it, and, bending for- 
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ward^ YfitloL liis two hands resting on his knees^ 
he said, in a deep, impressive whisper, 

" Miss Gray, may I speak to you ? I want 
you to advise me,'* he added, after a slight 
pause. 

" To advise you, Mr. Jones ! " echoed Kachel, 
looking up at him, with mild astonishment. 

" Yes, Mi^ Q-ray,'' he firmly replied ; and, 
slightly clearing his throat, he thus began : 
" Miss Gray, I aint a known you very long ; 
but there aint another in this wide world whom 
I respect as I do you. And I think I have 
proved it ; for haven't I given you my little 
Mary? I couldn't do more. Miss Gray,'' he 
added, with energetic earnestness. " Yes, Miss 
Gray, I do respect you ; and that is why I want 
you to advise me. Now, this is the whole 
story : — 

" From a boy, Miss Gray, I have wished to 
be in business. I was in business at Mr. 
Smith's, Mr. Smith was the grandfather of my 
little Mary, but not on my account ; and that's 
not quite the same thing, you see. And I have 
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"wiBhed to be in the grocery line, in particular, 
because of understanding it so much better, 
from having been brought up to it, like. Now, 
Miss Gray, here's the plain truth of the case. 
Some time ago, I found out, by chance, that 
there was not — actually, that there was not a 
grocer's shop in this immediate vicinity!" 
Here Mr. Jones held up his forefinger by way of 
note of admiration. "Well, Miss Gray," he re- 
sumed impressively, " thai thought haunted me. 
Why here was the very place for me ! A grocer 
was wanted. I found out, too, that the rag and 
bottle shop round the comer was just the place 
for me, and the people left, too ; but bless you. 
Miss Gray, 'twas all not a bit of use — ^for why 
— ^I hadn't got no capital ! Well, Miss Gray, 
to make a long story short, a cousin of mine 
has just died, and left me all she had, poor 
thing, and that was sixty pound. Now, Miss 
Gray, what I want to kuow is this :— do you 
think that as a father — ^that is, the father of my 
little Mary — ^I'm justified in risking that money 

6 
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by setting up a shop, or that it's my duty to 
keep it all up for the child ? " 

He looked earnestly in Eachel's face. Ay, 
the child ; it was still the child, and always 
the child. His own was not his own — ^it was 
but a trust held for his little Maiy. 

" Truly, Mr. Jones," said Eachel, smiling, 
" you can do what you like with your own.'' 

"No, indeed, Miss Gray," he rejoined, a 
little warmly, " I must think of my little Mary 
first ; and you see the whole question is, which 
is best for her. Why, I aint slep these three 
nights with thinking on it, and so, at last, I 
thought I'd come to you." 

Who had ever asked Eachel for advice 1 
Eachel the simpleton — ^Eachel the slighted and 
laughed-at dressmaker ? Little did Mr. Jones 
know how nervous he made the poor girl ; be- 
sides, she felt quite bewildered at the strange 
views he took of the case he submitted to her. 
At length she gathered courage, and looking 
earnestly in his face with her mild brown eyes, 
she spoke. 
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"Mr. Jones/' she said, "it seems to me 
that as the money is yours, and that as your 
intentions are to turn it to a good account, you 
have a right to do with it as you please. I 
think, too, that you are likely to do very well 
as a grocer, for we reaUy do want one about 
here. But I only tell you what I think. I do 
not advise. I really cannot. If you want 
advice, Mr. Jones, why, ask it of one who 
cannot mistake, for He is not liable to human 
error — ^ask it of God Almighty.'' 

Bichard Jones scratched his head, then 
hung it down ashamed. If he had dared, he 
would have asked of Bachel how he was to ask 
of God to advise him, and, especially, how he 
was to get the answer ! Poor fellow ! he had 
an excellent heart, some faith, much charity, 
but the world's net was around him. His life 
was not like that of Bachel Gray — a heaven 
upon earth. And Bachel, who laboured imder 
the disadvantages of a narrow education, and a 
narrow life, who had not enough knowledge and 
enough experience of human nature to under* 
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stand clearly that there were states of mind 
worlds lower than her own, did not suspect that 
she had given Bichard Jones the worst of all 
advice — that which the receiver cannot follow. 

Alas 1 who talks of God now ! who listens 
like Adam in Eden to the voice of the Lord, 
and treasures in his or her own heart that 
source of all knowledge ? And we complain 
that God goes away from us ; that His &ce is 
dark, and behind the cloud ; that in the days 
of adversity we find him not. 

Jones rose conftised, muttered thanks, then 
hastily changed the subject by asking to see his 
daughter. Even as he spoke, the door opened, 
and Mary entered. 

She did not show much pleasure or surprise 
on seeing her father ; it was not that she did 
not love him, but she was a spoiled child, too 
much accustomed to his fondness and devotion 
to set great value on either. She complained 
of the heat, then of the cold, sat down, got up 
again, and gave herself all the airs of a preco- 
cious woman. Her &ther, leaning on his stick, 
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looked at her with admiring fondness, and 
occasionally nodded and winked at Bachel, as 
if inviting her to admire likewise. At length, 
with a half-stifled sigh — ^for he never parted 
from his darling without regret — ^he again said 
he must go. 

" And* so, good-bye, my little Mary," he 
added, kissing her, but the peevish child half- 
turned her head away, and said his beard hurt 
her. "You hear her. Miss Gray," he ex- 
claimed, chuckling, " does not care a pin for 
her old father, not a pin," and chucking Mary's 
chin, he looked down at her fondly. 

" Dear me, fether, how can you ? " asked 
the young lady, rather pettishly. Upon which, 
Mr. Jones shook his head, looked delighted, 
and at length managed to tear himself away. 

" And is it thus, indeed, that fathers love 
their daughters ? " thought Eachel Gray, as 
she sat alone in the little back room on the 
evening of that day. " And is it thus, indeed ! 
Oh ! my father — ^my father I " 

She laid down the book she had been 
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attempting to read. She leaned her brow upon 
her hand ; she envied none, but her heart felt 
full to overflowing. Since the night when she 
had gone to look at her fether, as we have 
recorded, Eachel had not felt strong or courage- 
ous enough to attempt more. Her nature was 
timid, sensitive and shrinking to a fault, and 
circumstances had made it doubly so, yet the 
repeated sight of Richard Jones's devoted love 
for his child, inspired her with involuntary 
hope. She had grown up in the belief of her 
fether's rooted indifference ; might she not have 
been mistaken ? was it not possible that his 
daughter could become dear to Thomas Gray, 
as other daughters were dear to their father ? 
Bachel had always cherished the secret hope 
that it would one day be so, but because that 
hope was so precious, she had deferred risking 
it, lest it should perish irretrievably. She now 
felt inwardly urged to make the attempt. 
Why should she not, like the prodigal son, rise 
and go to her father ? " I will," she thought, 
clasping her hands, her cheeks flushing, her 
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eyes kindling, " yes, I will go to-morrow, and 
my father shall know his daughter ; and, 
perhaps, who knows, perhaps God Almighty 
will bless me/' 

Here the sound of a sudden tumult in the 
little court close by, broke on the dream of 
Rachel Gray. She looked, and she saw and 
heard Madame Rose gesticulating and scold- 
ing, to the infinite amusement of a crowd of 
boys, who were teazing the idiot girL The 
wrath of Madame Rose was something to see. 
Having first placed hevprot^g^e behind herself 
for safety — ^as if her own little body could do 
much for the protection of another twice its 
size — Madame Rose next put herself in an 
attitude, then expostulated with, then scolded, 
then denounced the persecutors of the helpless 
idiot ; after which washing her hands of them, 
she walked backwards to her cellar, scorning to 
turn her back to the foe. But the enemy, 
nothing daunted, showed evident intentions of 
besieging her in her stronghold, and though 
Madame Rose made her appearance at the 
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window, armed with a broomstick, she failed to 
strike that terror into the hearts of her assail- 
ants, which the formidable nature of the 
weapon warranted. Fortunately, however, for 
the peace of the little French lady, that valiant 
knight-errant of modem times, the policeman, 
having made his appearance at the entrance of 
the court, a scutter, then a rushing flight, were 
the immediate consequence. Ignorant of this 
&ct, Madame Bose ascribed the result entirely 
to her own prowess, and in all peace of mind 
proceeded to cook her supper. Then followed 
the little domestic scenes which Bachel liked 
to watch. 

As Bachel looked, she took a bold resolve, 
and this was to pay Madame Bose a visit. 
They had met, the day before, in the street ; 
and Madame Bose had addressed a long and 
voluble discourse to Bachel, in French, con- 
cluding with an invitation to visit her, which 
Bachel had understood, and smilingly accepted. 

And now was the fevourable moment to 
carry this project into effect. From the little 
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room, Eachel heard Mrs. Brown's loud voice 
below in the parlour. Mrs. Gray was fully 
engaged, and not likely to mind her daughter's 
absence. Unheeded, Eachel slipped out. 

A few minutes brought her round to the 
little court, and to the house inhabited by 
Madame Eose. It was dingy, noisy and dirty ; 
and as she groped and stumbled down the dark 
staircase, Eachel half repented having come. 
The voice of Madame Eose directed her to the 
right door — ^for there were several. She knocked 
gently ; a shrill " entrez,'' which she rightly 
interpreted as a summons to enter, was uttered 
from within ; and pushing the door open, Eachel 
found herself in the abode and presence of 
Madame Eose. 

She was received with a storm of enthu- 
siasm, that rather bewildered than pleased her. 
► Madame Eose welcomed her in a torrent of 
speech, with a multiplicity of nods and winks, 
and shrugs, and exclamations, so novel in the 
experience of Eachel Gray, that she began to 
wonder how much truth there might be in the 

6* 



106 BAOHEL GBAT. 

epithet occasionally bestowed on Madame Bose. 
For^ first of all, she insisted on cooking a dish 
of onion soup for her expressly, a kindness 
which Eachel had all the trouble in the world 
to resist ; and next, this point settled, she was 
loud and unceasing in the praise of the poor 
idiot girl, who sat mowing in her chair. Eachel 
went and sat near her, and spoke to her, but 
she only got an unintelligible murmur for a 
reply. Madame Bose shook her head, as much 
as to say that the attainments of Mimi — so 
she called her — did not include speech. But 
Mimi was very good — ^very good indeed, only 
she could not talk, which was " bien dommage,'* 
added Madame Bose, as, had she only been 
able to speak, Mimi would certainly have done 
it charmingly. 

" You should see her eating onion soup," 
enthusiastically added Madame Bose. ^^ It is 
beautifiil I " Then, seeiag that Bachel was 
ei^aged in scrutinizing, with a pitying glance, 
the ragged attire of her protSgSe^ Madame 
Bose jealously informed her that, as yet, the 
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toilette of Mimi had been a little neglected, 
certainly ; but that, " with time, and the help 
of God,"" added Madame Bose, ^^ Mimi should 
want for nothing/' 

^^ I have an old dress at home, that will just 
do for her," timidly said Rachel. "Shall I 
bring it to-morrow night ? " 

Madame Eose coughed dubiously — she had 
not understood ; but a perfect knowledge of 
the English tongue, in all its most delicate in- 
tricacies, was one of her vanities. So, bending 
her head of one side, and patting her ear, as if 
to imply that there lay the fault, she evidently 
requested Bachel to repeat. She did so ; and 
this time, Madame Bose caught enough of her 
meaning to misimderstand her. 

"I understand — ^I imderstandl" she ex- 
claimed, triumphantly; and settling Mimi in 
her chair, she told her to be good, for that she 
was only going to fetch her an elegant dress 
presented to her by the goodness of Made- 
moiselle, and that she would be back in on 
incredibly short space of time ; after which 
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exhortation, Madame Eose prepared to accom- 
pany BacheL 

In vain, poor Eachel, alarmed at the pros- 
pect of her mother's anger, endeavoured to 
explain that she would bring the dress. Ma- 
dame Bose, still triumphantly asserting that 
she understood, insisted on going out with her 
guest, and actually walked with her to her 
very door. In great trepidation, Bachel opened 
it, and unconscious of peril or offence, Madame 
Eose entered, clattering along the passage in 
her wooden shoes ; but Mrs. Brown's voice was 
just then at the loudest ; the noise was not 
heeded. 

Bachel took her up-stairs to the little back- 
room, and left her there, whilst she looked in 
the room which she shared with her mother, for 
the dress she wished to give Mimi ; she soon 
came back with it, tied in a parcel, and now 
devoutly wished that she could see Madame 
Bose safe out of the place. But Madame 
Bose was in no mood to go. She had recognized 
the room and window where she so often saw 
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Bachel; and she intimated as much, by a 
lively pantomime ; first taking up a book, she 
held it before her, pretending to read ; then 
she pointed to her forehead, to imply that 
Bachel was a thinker ; and finally, to the horror 
and dismay of Bachel, Madame Bose shut her 
eyes, opened^ her mouth, and warbled a suffi- 
ciently correct imitation of the old htmdredth. 

The window was open; and even Mrs. 
Brown's voice could not drown these strange 
tones. They reached the ear of Mrs. Gray ; 
and before Bachel had fairly recovered firom the 
surprise and alarm into which the musical out- 
burst of Madame Bose had thrown her, her 
step-mother appeared at the door of the little 
back-room, and, in stem and indignant accents, 
asked to know the meaning of what she heard 
and saw. But, before Bachel could reply, the 
French costume of Madame Bose had betrayed 
her. 

Mrs. Gray was of Scotch descent, and she 
had some of the old puritan spirit, to which, 
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in the course of a long life, she had added a 
plenteous store of stubborn English prejudices. 

Madame Eose was " an idolatrous furriner ! " 
" a French beggar \'' too ; and that she should 
have darkened her doors ! — that she should be 
fiuniliarly sitting under her roof — chattering and 
singing in a back room, with her daughter, was 
an intolerable insult, a wrong not to be borne. 

^^ I am amazed at you, Bachel ! " she said, 
her voice quivering with indignation. "I am 
amazed at you. How dare you do sich a 
thing!'' 

The tones and the attitude of Mrs, Gray 
were not to be misunderstood ; nor was Uttle 
Madame Bose so dull as to mistake them. 
She saw that her presence was not welcome, 
and, with great dignity, rose and took her leave. 
Crimson with pain and shame, Bachel followed 
her out. She gave Madame Eose an humble 
and ioaploring glance, as they parted at the 
door, as much as to say, " You know I could 
not help it" But the appeal was not needed. 
To her surprise, Madame Bose remained very 
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good-humoured. She even laughed and shru^ed 
her shoulders^ French &shion, and indulged in 
a variety of pantomimic signs, closing with one 
more intelligible than the rest : a significant 
tap of her forefinger on her brown forehead, and 
by which Madame Bose plainly intimated it to 
be her firm conviction that the intellect of Mrs. 
Gray was unfortunately deranged. Thus they 
parted. 

Violent were the reproaches with which 
Mrs. Gray greeted her daughter's reappearance. 
She exacted a strict and rigid account of the 
rise and progress of Bachel's acquaintance with 
that " mad French beggar ; " was horror-struck 
on learning that the back-room window had 
been made the medium ; and not satisfied with 
prohibiting future intercourse, took the most 
effective means to prevent it, by locking up the 
guilty room, and putting the key in her pocket. 

To all this Eachel submitted ; though, when 
she saw the door of her much-loved retreat 
closing on her, her heart ached. But when, in 
the height of her anger, Mrs. Gray railed at the 
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poor little Frenchwoman, as little better than 
an idolater or an infidel, Bachel felt as if it 
touched her honour, not to suffer this slur on 
her humble friend. 

"Mother,'' she said, with some firmness, 
" you cannot tell what she is ; for you know 
nothing of her, save by idle reports. I have 
watched her life day after day, and I have seen 
that it is holy. And mother," added Eachel, 
slightly colouring, from the fervour with which 
she felt and spoke, " you know it as I do : all 
holiness comes from God." 

Unable to contradict, Mrs. Gray sniffed 
indignantly. 



CHAPTER VII. 

Habd indeed were the days that followed 
for Rachel G-ray. The old quarrel had begun 
anew. Why was she not like every one ? 
Why did she pick up strange acquaintances ? 
— above all, why did she mope and want to be 
in the little back room ? It was strange, and 
Mrs. G-ray was not sure that it was not wicked. 
If so, it was a wickedness of which she eflfec- 
tuaHy deprived Rachel, by keeping the back 
room locked, and the key in her pocket. 

But, hard as this was, it was not all. 
Amongst Rachel's few treasures, were little 
pamphlets, tracts, old sermons, scraps of all 
sorts, a little hoard collected for years, but to 
their owner priceless. She did not read them 
daily ; she had not time ; but when she was 
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alone, she took them out, now and then, to look 
at and think oyer. On the day that followed 
the affair of Madame Bose, Mrs. Gray dis- 
covered Rachel's hoard. 

" More of Rachel's rubbish I " she thought, 
and she took the papers to the kitchen, and lit 
the fire with them forthwith. 

" Oh, mother I what have you done I " cried 
Rachel, when she discovered her loss. 

"Well, what about it ? " tartly asked Mrs. 

Gray. 

A few silent, unheeded tears Rachel shed, 
but no more was said. 

But her very heart ached; and, perhaps, 
because it did ache, her longing to go and see 
her fether returned all the stronger. The whole 
day, the thought kept her in a dream. 

" I never saw you so mopish,** angrily ex- 
claimed Mrs. Gray, "never 1" 

Rachel looked up in her mother's face, and 
smiled so pleasantly, that Mrs. Gray was a 
little softened, she herself knew not why ; but 
the smile was so very sweet. 
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And again Bachel sat up that night, when 
all were sleeping in the little house ; again she 
burned her precious candle ends, and sat and 
sewed, to finish the last of the half-dozen of 
fine linen shirts, begun a year before, purchased 
with the few shillings she could spare now and 
then from her earnings, and sewed by stealth, 
in hours robbed from the rest of the night, after 
the fotigue of the day. But, spite of all her 
efforts to keep awake, she fell asleep over her 
task. When she awoke, daylight gleamed 
through the chinks of the shutters ; it was 
morning. She opened the window in some 
alarm ; but felt relieved to perceive that it was 
early yet. The street was silent ; every window 
was closed ; the sky, still free from smoke, was 
calm and pure ; there was a peace in this still- 
ness, which moved the very heart of Rachel 
Gray. She thought of the calm slumbers of 
the two millions, who, in a few hours, would fill 
the vast city with noise, agitation and strife ; 
and she half sadly wondered that for the few 
years man has to spend here below, for the few 
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wants and cravings he derives from nature, he 
should think it needful to give away the most 
precious hours of a short life, and devote to 
ceaseless toil every aspiration and desire of his 
heart. 

It was too late to think of going to bed, 
which would, besides, have exposed her to dis- 
covery. So, after uniting her morning and 
evening prayers in one long and fervent petition 
of Hope and Love, she went back to her work, 
finished the little there was to do, then carefully 
felded up the six shirts, and tied them up in a 
neat parceL 

When this was done, Rachel busied herself 
with her usual tasks about the house, imtil her 
mother came down. It was no uncommon thing 
for Rachel to get up early, and do the work, 
while her mother still slept ; and, accordingly, 
that she should have done so, as Mrs. Gray 
thought, drew forth from her no comment on 
this particular morning. Everything, indeed, 
seemed to favour her project ; for, in the course 
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of the day, Mrs. Gray and Jane went out. Ba* 
clxel remained alone with Mary. 

"Why, how merry you are to-day, Miss I" 
said Mary, looking with wonder at Bachel^ as 
she busied herself about the house, singing by 
snatches. 

" It is such a fine day,'' replied Eachel ; 
she opened the parlour window ; in poured the 
joyous sunshine — the blue sky shone above the 
dull brick street, and the tailor's thrush began 
to sing in its osier cage. " A day to make one 
happy," continued Bachel ; and she smiled at 
her own thoughts ; for on such a beautiful day, 
how could she but prosper? "Mary," she 
resumed after a pause, " you will not be a&aid, 
if I go out, and leave you awhile alone, will 
you?" 

" La, bless you I no. Miss G-ray," said Mary, 
smiling. " Are you afraid when you are 
alone ? " she added, with a look of superiority ; 
for she, too, seeing every one else around her do 
it, imconsciously began to patronize Bachel. 

" Oh, no I " simply replied Bachel Gray, 
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too well disciplined into humility to feel offended 
with the pertness of a child, "I am never 
afraid ; but then, I am so much older than 
you. However, since you do not mind it, I 
shall go out. Either Jane or my mother will 
soon be in, and so you will not long remain 
alone, at all events.'' 

" La, bless you I I don't mind," replied 
Mary, again looking superior. 

And now, Bachel is gone out. She has 
been walking an hour and more. Again, she 
goes through a populous neighbourhood, and 
through crowded streets ; but this time, in the 
broad daylight of a lazy summer afternoon. 
Rachel is neither nervous nor afraid — ^not, at 
least, of anything around her. On she goes, 
her heart full of hope, her mind full of dreams. 
On she goes : street after street is passed ; at 
length, is reached the street where Thomas 
Gray, the father of Rachel lives. 

She stops at the second-hand ironmonger's 
and looks at the portraits and the books, and 
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feels &int and hopeless, and almost wishes that 
her father may not be within. 

Thomas Gray was at his work, and there 
was a book by him at which he glanced now 
and then, Tom Paine's "Eights of Man." 
There was an empty pewter pot too, and a 
dirty public-house paper, from which we do not 
mean to have it inferred that Thomas Gray was 
given to intoxication. He was essentially a 
sober, steady man, vehement in nothing, not 
even in politics, though he was a thorough 
Bepublican. 

Thomas Gray was planing sturdily, enjoy- 
ing the sunshine, which fell full on his meagre 
figure. It was hot ; but as he grew old he 
grew chilly, when, suddenly, a dark shadow 
came between him and the light. He looked 
up, and saw a woman standing on the threshold 
of his shop. She was yoimg and simply clad, 
tall and slender, not handsome, and very timid 
looking. 

" Walk in, ma'am," he said, civilly enough. 
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The stranger entered ; he looked at her^ 
and she looked at him. 

" Want anything ? " he asked at length. 

She took courage and spoke. 

" My name is Rachel/' she said. 

He said nothing. 

" Rachel Gray/' she resumed. 

He looked at her steadily^ but he was still 
silent. 

"I am your daughter/' she continued, in 
faltering accents. 

" Well I I never said you was not/' he 
answered rather drily. " Come, you need not 
shake so ; there's a chair .there. Take it and 
sit down." 

Rachel obeyed ; but she was so agitated 
that she could not utter one word. Her father 
looked at her for awhile, then resumed his work. 
Rachel did not speak — she literally could not. 
Words would have choked her ; so it was 
Thomas Gray who opened the conversation. 

"WeU, and hoVs the old lady?" he 
asked« 
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" My mother is quite well, thank you, sir," 
replied Kachel. The name of father was too 
strange to be used thus at first. 

" And you — ^how do you get on ? You're 
a milliner, stay-maker — ^ant you ? " 

" I am a dress-maker ; but I can do other 
work," said Rachel, thinking this, poor girl! 
a favourable opening for her present. 

" I have made these for you," she added, 
opening and untying her parcel, and displaying 
the shirts to her father's view, and as she did 
so, she ga^ed very wistftilly in his f^ice. 

He gave them a careless look. 

"Why, my good girl," he said, "I have 
dozens of shirts — dozens I " 

And he returned to his work, a moment 
interrupted. 

Tears stood in Rachers eyes. 

^^ I am sorry," she began, " but — ^but I did 
not know ; and then I thought — I thought you 
might like them." 

" 'Tant of much consequence," he philoso- 
phically replied, "thank you all the same. 
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Jim," he added, hailing a lad who was passing 
by, "just tell them at the ^ Rose ' to send down 
a pint of half-and-half, will you ? I dare say 
you'll have something before you go," he con- 
tinued, addressing his daughter. "If you'U 
just look in there," he added, jerking his head 
towards the back parlour, "you'll find some 
bread and cheese on the table, there's a plate » 
too." 

Rachel rose and eagerly availed herself of 
this invitation, cold though it was ; she felt 
curious too, to inspect her father's domestic 
arrangements. She was almost disappointed to 
find everything so much more tidy than she 
could have imagined. She had hoped that her 
services as house-keeper might be more required, 
either then, or at some future period of time. 
She sat down, but she could not eat. 

" Here's the half-and-half," said her father 
from the shop, 

Rachel went and took it ; she poured out 
some in a glass, but she could not drink ; her 
heart was too full. 
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" You'd better/' said her father, who had 
now joined her. 

" I cannot/' repKed Rachel, feeling ready 
to cry, " I am neither hungry nor thirsty, 
thank you/' 

"Ohl ain't you?" said her father, "yet 
you have a long walk home, you know." 

It was the second time he said so. Bachel 
looked up into his face ; she sought for some- 
thing there, not for love, not for fondness, 
but for the shadow of kindness, for that which 
might one day become affection — she saw 
nothing but cold, hard, rooted indifference. 
The head of Bachel sank on her bosom, 
"The will of God be done," she thought. 
With a sigh she rose, and again looked up in 
her father's face. 

" Grood bye, father," she said, for her 
father she would caU him once at least. 

" Grood bye, Rachel," he replied. 

She held out her hand ; he took it with 
the same hard indifference he had shown 
from the beginning. He did not seek to 



124 BAOHEL GRAY. 

detain her; he did not ask. her to come 
again. His farewell was as cold as had been 
his greeting. Bachel left him with a heart 
full to bursting. She had not gone ten steps 
when he called her. She hastened back; he 
stood on the threshold of his shop, a news- 
paper in his hand. 

" Just take that paper, and leave it at the 
* Rose/ will jou ? You can't miss the ^ Rose/ 
— ^it's the public-house round the left-hand 
comer." 

^' Yes, father," meekly said Rachel She 
took the paper fiom his hand, turned away, 
and did as she was bid. 

Her errand ftdfilled, Rachel walked home. 
There were no tears on her cheek, but there 
was a dull pain at her heart ; an aching 
sorrow that dwelt there, and that — do what 
she would — ^would not depart. In vain she 
said to herself — "It was just what I ex- 
pected ; of course, I could not think it would 
come all in a day. Besides, if it be the will 
of God, must I not submit?" still disap- 
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pointment murmured : ^^ Oh I but it is hard I 
not one word, not one look, not one wish to see 
me again ; nothing — ^nothing/' 

It was late when Kachel reached home. 
Mrs. Gray, confounded at her step-daughter's 
audacity in thus again absenting herself with- 
out leave, had, during the whole day, amassed 
a store of resentment, which now burst forth 
on Rachers head. The irritable old lady 
scolded herself into a violent passion. Bachel 
received her reproaches with more of apathy 
than of her usual resignation. They were 
alone ; Jane and Mary had retired to their 
room. Bachel sat by the table where the 
supper things were laid, her head supported 
by her hand. At the other end of the table 
sat Mrs. Gray erect, sharp, bitter; scolding 
and railing by turns, and between both burned 
a yellow taUow candle imsnuffed, dreary look- 
ing, and but half lighting tte gloomy little 
parlour. 

"And so you won't say where you have 
been, you good-for-nothing creature,'' at length 
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cried Mrs. Gray, exasperated by her daughter's 
long silence. 

Rachel looked up in her step-mother's 
face. 

" You did not ask me where I had been/' 
she said deliberately. " I have been to see my 
father/' 

Not one word could Mrs. Gray utter. 
The face of Rachel, pale, desolate, and sor- 
row-stricken, told the whole story. Rachel 
added nothing. She lit another candle, and 
merely saying, in her gentle voice — 

" Good night, mother," she left the room. 

As Rachel passed by the little room of the 
apprentices, she saw a streak of light gliding 
out on the landing, through the half-open 
door. She pushed it, and entered. Jane sat 
reading by the little table ; Mary lay in bed, 
but awake. 

"I did not know you were up," said 
Rachel to Jane, ^^and seeing a light, I felt 
afraid of fire." 

"Not much fear of fire," drily answered 
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Jane, Rachel did not heed her — she was 
bending over Mary. 

"How are you to-night, Mary?'' she 
asked. 

" Oh 1 I am quite well/' pettishly answered 
Mary. 

Rachel smoothed the young girl's hair 
away from her cheek. She remembered how 
dearly, how fondly loved was that peevish 
child ; and she may be forgiven if she involun- 
tarily thought the contrast between that love, 
and her own portion of indifference, bitter. 

" Mary," she softly whispered, " did you 
say your prayers to-night ? " 

"Why, of course I did." 

"And, Mary, did you pray for your 
father?" 

"I wish you would let me sleep," crossly 
said the young girl. 

" Oh 1 Mary — Mary 1 " exclaimed Rachel, 
and there was tenderness and pathos in her 
voice ; " Mary, I hope you love your father — 
I hope you love him." 
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"WhosaidldidnH?^' 

" Ah 1 but I fear you do not love him as 
much as he loves you." 

" To be sure I don't/' replied Mary, who 
had grown up in the firm conviction that 
children were domestic idols, of which fathers 
were the bom worshippers. 

" But you must try — ^but you must try/' 
very earnestly said Bachel. " Promise me that 
you will try, Mary." 

She spoke in a soft, low voice ; buf Mary, 
wearied with the discourse, turned her head 
away. 

"I can't talk, my back aches," she said 
peevishly. 

" Mary's back always aches when she don't 
want to speak," ironically observed Jane. 

" You mind your own business, will you ! " 
cried Mary, reddening, and speaking very fast. 
" I don't want your opinion, at all events ; and 
if I did— " 

"I thought you couldn't talk, your back 
ached so," quietly put in Jane. 
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Mary burst into peevisli tears. Jane 
laughed triumpliantly. Baehel looked at them 
both with mild reproach. 

"Jane/' she said, "it is wrong — ^very 
wrong — to provoke another. Mary, God did 
not give us tears — and they are a great gift of 
his mercy — to shed them so for a trifle. Do it 
no more.'' 

The two' girls remained abashed. Baehel 
quietly left the room. She went to her own. 
She had prayed long that morning, but still 
longer did she pray that night. For alas 1 
— who knows it not — the wings of Hope wouJd 
of themselves raise us to Heaven ; but hard it 
is for poor Besignation to look up from this sad 
earth. 



6* 



CHAPTBB VIII. 

We were made to endure. A Heathen 
pkQosopher held the sight of the- just man's 
suflfering, worthy of the Gods, and Christi- 
anity knows nothing more beautiful, more 
holy, than the calm resignation of the pure 
and the lowly, to the will of their Divine 
Father. 

It was the will of Heaven that Bachel 
should not be beloved of her earthly father. 
She bore her lot — ^not without sorrow ; but, at 
least, without repining. Perhaps, she was 
more silent, more thoughtful, than before ; 
but she was not less cheerful, and in one sense 
she was certainly not less happy. Affliction 
patiently borne for the love of the hand that 
inflicts it, loses half its sting. The cup is 
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always bitter — ^and doubly bitter shall it seem 
to us, if we drink it reluctantly ; but if we 
courageously drain it, we shall find that the 
last drop is not like the rest. It is fraught 
with a Divine sweetness — ^it is a precious bal- 
sam, and can heal the deepest and most en- 
venomed wound. 

"This pure drop Bachel found in her cup. 
It strengthened and upheld her through her 
trial " It is the will of God,'' she repeated 
to herself — " It is the will of God ; "' and 
those simple words, which held a meaning 
so deep, were to Bachel fortitude and conso- 
lation. 

And in the meanwhile, the little world 
around her, unconscious of her sufferings and 
lier trials — ^for even her mother could not 
whoUy divine them — ^went on its ways. Mrs. 
Gray grumbled, Jane was grim, Mary was 
peevish, and Mrs. Brown occasionally dropped 
in " to keep them going,'' as she said herself. 

As to Eichard Jones, we will not attempt 
to describe the imeasiness of mind he endured 
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in endeavonring to follow out Kachers advice. 
He did not understand its spirit, which, in- 
deed, she could not have explained. They 
who make the will of God their daily law, 
are guided, even in apparently worldly matters, 
— ^not indeed, so as never to commit mistakes, 
which w^re being beyond humanity, but so, 
at least, as to err as little as possible concern- 
ing their true motives of action. Our passions 
are our curse, spiritual and temporal ; and the 
mere "habit of subduing them gives prudence 
and humility in all things : — ^wisdom thus 
becomes one of the rewards which God grants 
to the faithful servant. 

But of this, what did Eichard Jones — ^the 
most unspiritual of good men, know ? After 
three days spent in a state of distracting 
doubt, he came to the conclusion that it was, 
and must be the will ci Heaven that he should 
have a shop. Poor fellow ! if he took his own 
will for that of the Almighty, did he fall into a 
very uncommon mistake ? 

Once his mind was made up, he turned 
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desperate, went and secured the shop. He 
had all the time been in a perfect fever, lest 
some other should forestall him, after which he 
became calm. "Did not much care about 
Miss Gray's opinion— did not see why he 
^ should care about any one's opinion," and in 
this lofty mood it was that Bichard Jones went 
and gave a loud, clear, and distinct knock at 
Mrs. Gray's door. 

Dinner was over — the apprentices were 
working — Eachel was dreaming, rather sadly, 
poor girl ! for she thought of what was, and of 
what might have been. Mrs. Gray was read- 
ing the newspaper, when the entrance of 
Eichard Jones, admitted by his daughter, 
disturbed the quiet little household. At once 
Mrs* Gray flew into politics. 

" Well, Mr. Jones," she cried, " and how 
are you ? I suppose you know they are raising 
the taxes — and then such rates as we have, 
Mr. Jones — such rates ! " 

Mrs. Gray was habitually a Tory, and not a 
mild one ; but on the subject of taxes and 
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rates, Mrs. Gray was, we are sorry to say, a 
violent radical. " She couldn't abide them,'' 
she declared. 

"And so they are raising the taxes, are 
they 1 '' echoed Mr. Jones, chuckling. " Eh ! 
but that wont do for me, Mrs. Gray. Fm 
turning householder — and hard by here too ! " 
he added, winking. 

Mrs. Gray did not understand at alL She 
coughed, and looked puzzled. Mr. Jones saw 
that Bachel had not Spoken to her. He con- 
tinued winking, chuckling, and rubbing his 
hands as he spoke. 

" I am going into business, Mrs. Gray.'' 

Mrs. Gray was profoundly 'astonished ; 
Mary's work dropped on her lap as she stared 
with open mouth and eyes at her father, who 
chucked her chin for her. 

" Yes," he resumed, addressing Mrs. Gray ; 
" I had always a turn that way." 

" Oh, you had ! " 

" Always, Mrs. Gray ; but I hadn't got no 
capital; and for a man to go into business 
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without capital, why, ma'am, it's like a body 
that aint got no soul/' 

" Don't talk so, Mr. Jones," said Mrs. 
Gray, to whom the latter proposition soimded 
atheistical, " don't ! " 

" Well, but what's a man without capital? " 
asked Mr. Jones, unconscious of his offence, 
"why, nothink, Mrs. Gray, nothink! Well, 
but that's not the question — I've got capital 
now, you see, and so I am going to set up a 
grocery business in the rag and bottle shop 
round the comer ; and I have called to secure 
your custom — ^that's all, Mrs. Gray." 

He winked and chuckled again. Bachel 
could not help smiling. Mrs. Gray was grave 
and courteous, like any foreign potentate con- 
gratulating his dear brother. Monsieur mon 
fr^re, on^some fortunate event of his reign. 

" I called to tell you that, Mrs. Gray," re^. 
sumed Jones ; " and, also, to ask a favour of 
Miss Gray. I should be so much obliged to 
her, if she could spare my little Mary for half 
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an hour or bo, just to look over the house with 
me/' 

" Of course she can," repKed Mrs. Gray for 
her meek daughter. " Go and put on your 
bonnet, Mary/' 

Mary, whom the tidings of the grocer's 
shop had most agreeably excited, rose with 
great alacrity to obey, and promptly returned, 
with her bonnet on. 

It was Bachel who let them out. 

" You need not be in a hurry to come back, 
dear," she whispered ; " there's not more work 
than Jane and I can well manage." 

Mary's only reply to this kmd speech, was 
a saucy toss of the head. The little thing al- 
ready felt an heiress. ' 

" How much money have you got, father?" 
she promptly asked, as they went down the 
street. 

" Sixty pounds, my dear." 

" Law 1 that aint much," said Mary, as if 
she had rolled in guineas all her life* 

" Well, it isn't," he replied candidly, and 
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exactly in the same spirit ; for if there is a 
thing people promptly get used to, it is money. 

Mary had always been her father's confi- 
dante ; he now opened his whole heart to her, 
and was thereby much relieved. To his great 
satisfaction, Mary condescended to approve al- 
most without restriction, all he had done. She 
accompanied him over the house and shop — 
thought " the whole concern rather dirty,'' but 
kindly added, " that when it was cleaned up a 
bit, it would do ; " and finally gave it as her 
opinion, " that there wasn't a better position in 
the whole neighbourhood." 

" Of course there aint," said Mr. Jones, 
sitting down on the counter. " The good-wives 
must either buy from me, or walk a mile. 
Now it stands to reason that, rather than walk 
a mile, with babies crying at home, and hus- 
bands growling — it stands to reason, I say, that 
they'll buy from me. Don't it, Mary ? " 

" Of course it does." 

" Well, that aint all. You see I know some- 
thing of business. The interest of capital in 
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business ranges from ten to a hundred per 
cent, according to luck ; now I am lucky being 
alone, so we'll say fifty per cent, which is 
moderate, aint it, Mary ? ** 

" Of course it is," replied that infallible 
authority. 

" Well then : capital, sixty pounds; interest, 
fifty per cent. Why, in no time, like, I shall 
double my capital ; and when it's doubled, I 
shaU double it again — and so I'll go on doub- 
ling and doubling until I'm tired — and then 
we'll stop. Wont we, Mary ? " 

The little thing laughed ; her father gave 
her a kiss ; got up from the counter, and with 
the golden vision of endless doubling of capital 
before him, walked out of the shop. 



CHAPTER IX. 

What airs little Mary took ; how Jane 
taunted and twitted her, how Rachel had to 
interfere ; how even Mrs. Brown chose to com- 
ment on the startling fact of a new grocer's 
shop, and what predictions she made, we leave 
to the imagination of the reader. 

We deal with the gre^t day, or rather with 
the eve of the great day. It was come. Rachel, 
her mother, Mary, and Mr. Jonis were all busy 
giving the shop its last finishing touch ; on 
the next morning the Teapot was to open. 

" Well, Miss Gray, 'taint amiss, is it ? " said 
Jones, looking around him with iimocent satis- 
faction. 

He was, as we have said before, a sort of 
Jack-of-all-trades, and to him the Teapot 
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doubly owed its existence. He had painted 
the walls ; he had fixed up the shelves in their 
places ; the drawers and boxes his own hands 
had fashioned. We wiU not aver that a pro- 
fessional glazier and carpenter might not have 
done all this infinitely better than Richard 
, Jones, but who could have worked so cheap or 
pleased Richard Jones so well? And thus 
with harmless pleasure he could look around 
him and repeat : 

" Well, Miss Gray, 'taint amiss, is it ? '' 

" Amiss ! ^\ put in Mrs. Gray, before her 
daughter could speak, "I should think not. 
You're a clever man, Mr. Jones, to have done 
all that with your own hands, out of your own 
head." 

Mr. Jones rubbed his forehead, and passed 
his hand through his stubby hair. 

'* Well, Ma'am, 'taint amiss, though I say 
it that shouldn't, and though 'taint much." 

" Not much, father ! " zealously cried Mary, 
not relishing so much modesty, " why, didn't 
you nail them shelves with your own hands ? " 
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" WeU, chUd/' candidly repKed her father, 
"I think I may say I did/' 

^^And didn't you make all them square 
boxes, a whole dozen of them ? " 

"Hold your tongue you little chit, and 
help Miss Gray there to put up the jams and 
marmalades/' 

"And didn't you paint the walls?" tri- 
umphantly exclaimed Mary, without heeding 
his orders. 

" Who else did, I should like to know ? " 

" And the counter ! who made the counter ? " 

" Not I, Mary. I only polished it up." 

" Well, but what was it before you polished 

it up, father ? " asked the pertinacious daughter. 

" Not much to speak of ; that's the truth. 

Why, bless you, Mrs. Gray," he added, turning 

confidentially towards her, "you never saw 

such a poox object as that counter was in all 

yQUr bom days. It caught my eye at the 

comer of one of them second-hand shops in 

the New Cut. The man was standing at the 

door, whistling, with his hands in his pockets. 
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* That's firewood/ says I to him. * No Haint, 
it's as good a counter as ever a sovereign was 
changed on/ * My good man/ says I, ' it's 
firewood, and I'll give you five shillings for it.' 
Law, but you should have seen how he looked 
at me. Well, to cut a long story short, he 
swore it was a counter, and I swore it was fire- 
wood, and so, at length, I give him ten shillings 
for it, and brought it home and cleaned it down, 
and scraped the dirt, inch thick, off", and washed 
it, and painted it, and polished it, and look at 
it now, Mrs. Gray, look at it now ! " 

" It's just like mahogany ! " enthusiastically 
cried Mary, " ain't it. Miss Gray ? " 

" Not quite, dear," mildly said Rachel, who 
was truth itself, " but it looks very nice. But, 
Mr. Jones," she added, in a low timid voice, 
" why did you tell the man it was firewood, 
when you meant it as a'counter ? " 

Jones wagged his head, winked, and touch- 
ing his nose with his right hand forefinger, 
he whispered knowingly: "That was busi- 
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ness, Miss Gray, and in business, you know — 
hem!" 

"But the Tea-pot, father,'' cried Mary, 
" Where's the Tea-pot ? " 

"Why, here's the Tea-pot," exclaimed 
Jones, suddenly producing this masterpiece of 
art, and holding it up aloft to the gaze of the 
beholders. 

Such a Tea-pot had never been seen before, 
and, most probably, will never be seen again, 
to the end of time. Its shape we will not, 
because we cannot describe. It confounded 
Bachel, and startled even Mrs. Gray. She 
coughed, and looked at it dubiously. 

" Where's the Kd ? " she said. 

" Why, here's the lid ; but it don't take 
off, you know." 

" Oh ! I see. And that's the handle." 

" The handle ! bless you, Mrs. Gray, it's 
the spout." 

"Well, but Where's the handle, then?" 

" Why, here's the handle, to be sure," 
replied Jones, rather nettled, "don't you see?" 
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Mrs. Gray said she did ; but we are in- 
clined to believe she did not. However, Jones 
was satisfied ; and setting down the wooden 
Tea-pot — ^we forgot to say that it was flaming 
red — on the counter, he surveyed it com- 
placently. 

" I spent a week on that Tea-pot,'' he said^ 
"didn't I, Mary?" 

" Ten days, father." 

" Well, one must not grudge time or trouble, 
must one, Mrs. Gray ? And now, ladies, we'll 
put away the Tea-pot, and step into the parlour, 
and have a cup of tea, eh? " 

With the cup of tea, came a discussion of 
the morrow's prospects, and of the ultimate 
destinies of the Tea-pot — ^the upshot of which 
was, that Mr. Jones was an enterprising public 
man, and destined to eflfect a salutary revolu- 
tion in the whole neighbourhood. Such, at 
least, was the opinion of Mrs. Gray, warmly 
supported by Mary. Mr. Jones was silent, 
through modesty ; Bachel, because she was 
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already thinking of other things. They parted 
late, though the Tea-pot was to open early. 

There is a report that it opened with dawn, 
Mr. Jones not having been able to shut his 
eyes all night for excitement. But it is more 
important to record that, until its close, late 
on the following evening, the Tea-pot was not 
one moment empty. Mary had remained at 
home, to assist her father; and she went 
through the day with perfect composure ; but 
Mr. Jones was fairly overpowered : the cup 
of his honours was too full ; the sum of his 
joy was too great. He blundered, he stam- 
mered, he was excited, and looked foolish. 
Altogether, he did not feel happy, until the 
shop was shut, and all was fairly over. He 
then sat down, wiped his forehead, and declared, 
that since he was married to his dear little 
Mary's blessed mother, he had never gone 
through such a trying day — never, 

"It's a fine thing Mr. Jones has under- 
taken,'' gravely observed Mrs. Gray to Mrs. 
Brown. 

7 
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But Mrs. Brown was inclined to look at the 
shady side of the Tea-pot. 

" La, bless you ! " she kindly said, " itTl 
never do. I said so from the first, and I say- 
so the last, it'll never do ! '* 

" Oh, yes it will I " grimly observed Jane ; 
" it will do for Mr. Jones, Mrs. Brown.'* 

" I hope not, Jane," said Rachel, gravely ; 
" and I would rather," she added, with some 
firmness, and venturing for once on a reproof, 
" I would rather you did not think so much of 
what evil may happen to others. Sufficient to 
any of us is it to look forward to our own share 
of evil days." 

She raised her voice as she began ; but it 
sank low ere she concluded. Surprised at her- 
self for having said so much, she did not look 
round, but resumed her work, a moment in- 
terrupted. The room remained deeply silent. 
Jane was crimson. For once, Mrs. Gray thought 
her daughter had spoken sensibly ; and for 
once, Mrs. Brown found nothing to say. 



CHAPTEB X. 

A WEEK had passed over the Tea-pot, and, 
sitting in the back-parlour with Mary, who was 
busy sewing, Eichard Jones dived deep into his 
books, and cast up his accounts. He allowed 
for rent, for expenditure, for household, for 
extras, then his face, brimful of ill^sguised 
exultation, he said to his daughter : " Well, 
Mary, dear, 'taint much to boast of, but for a 
first week, you see, 'taint amiss, either. I find, 
all expenses covered, one pound ten net profit. 
Now, you know, that makes, first, fifty-two 
pound a-year ; then half of fifty-two, twenty- 
six ; add twenty-six to fifty-two, seventy-eight 
— ^seventy-eight pound a-year, net profit. Well, 
it stands to reason and common sense, that as 
I go on, my business will go on improving too ; 
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in short, put it at the lowest — I hate exaggera- 
tion — well put it at the lowest, and I may say 
that by next Michaelmas, we shall have a neat 
hundred." 

" Law 1 father, can't you say a hundred 
and fifty at once," peevishly interrupted Mary. 

Mary's will was law. 

" Well, I really think I can say a himdred 
and fifty," ingenuously replied Eichard Jones, 
" now, with a hundred and fifty pound for the 
first year, and just five per cent, as increase of 
profit for the second." 

" I'm sure it'll be ten per cent," again in- 
terrupted Mary, who, from hearing her father, 
had caught up some of the money terms of 
this money-making world. 

" Well, I should not wonder if it would 
not," replied her docile papa. " We'll suppose 
it, at least ; well that'd be fifteen pound to 
add to the hundred and fifty, or, rather, to the 
three hundred, and then for the next year it 
would be — ^let me see I Ah 1 " and he scratched 
his head. ^^ I think I am getting into what 
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they call compound interest, and, to say the 
truth, I never was a very quick arithmetician. 
At all events, it is pretty clear that at the end 
of ten years, we shall stand at the head of 
something like fifteen hundred pound, and a 
flourishing house of business," he added, glanc- 
ing towards the shop — " a flourishing house of 
business," he continued, complacently passing 
his flngers through his hair. 

Awhile he mused, then suddenly he ob- 
served : " Mary, my dear, hadn't you better 
go to bed ? " Mary now slept at home. " You 
have to get up early, you know." 

'^ Yes ; but I ain't going to," she tartly 
replied. " It gives me a pain in my side," she 
added. • . " 

" Then you shall not get up early," authori- 
tatively said Mr. Jones. " I'll not allow my 
daughter to work herself to death for no Miss 
Grays." 

" I don't think I shall go at all to-morrow," 
composedly resumed Mary. "I don't like 
dress-making — ^it don't agree with me." 
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Mr. Jones had at first looked startled, but 
this settled the question. 

" If dress-making don't agree with you, not 
another stitch shall you put in/' he said, half 
angrily. " I think myself you don't look half 
so well as you used to, and though Miss Gray- 
is as nice a person as one need wish to meet, I 
think she might have perceived it before this ; 
but interest blinds us aU— every one of us," 
he added, with a philosophic sigh over the weak- 
nesses of humanity. 

" I know what Jane will be sure to say," 
observed Mary ; " but I don't care." 

" I should think not I Law ! bless you, 
child, I have got quite beyond troubling my 
poor brains with what^'otlier peojfle * thinks ; 
and if I choose to keep my daughter at home 
now that I can afford to do so, why shouldn't 
I ? It's a hard case if, when a man's well off 
and comfortable, and getting on better and 
better every day — it's a hard case, indeed, if he 
can't keep his only child with him." 

This matter decided, Mary went up to her 
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room ; her father remamed by the fireside, 
looking at the glowing coals, and dreaming to 
his heart's content. 

'• If I go on prospering so,'' he thought, 
" why should I not take — ^in time, of course — 
some smart young fellow to help me in the 
shop ? It stands to reason that customers like 
to be served quickly. Law, bless you I they 
hate waiting," he added, thoughtfully, address- 
ing the fire, and giving it a poke, by way of 
comment, ^^ the ladies always hate it. But, 
as I was saying, why shouldn't I take some 
smart young man, and he, of course — ^why, I 
know what he'd do — ^why, he'd fall in love with 
Mary, of course — and why shouldn't he ? " in- 
quired Jmrnfmaijifi^^ his subject. ^^ Was 
I not a ]^5(9imkiUmm-cmcefitad did I not marry 
my master's daughter ? " 

Mr, Jones gave the fire another poke. In 
the burning coals he saw a pleasing vision rise. 
He saw his shop full of customers ; he served 
with slow dignity, assisted by a "tight, brisk 
yoimg fellow," busy as a bee, active as a deer^ 
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for it was Saturday night, and the &ir maids 
and matrons of the vicinity were all impatient. 
Then from Saturday it was Sunday ; the shop 
was closed, the street was silent. Young 
Thomson was brushing his coat in the yard and 
whistling ; Mary was upstairs dressing ; another 
five minutes, and she comes down in straw- 
bonnet lined with pink, clean printed muslin 
frock, mousseline-de-laine shawl, brown boots 
and blue parasol. The happy father saw them 
going oflf together with delighted eyes and 
brimful heart. Then other visions follow ; one 
of a wedding breakfast at which Mr. Jones 
sings a song, and another of half a dozen grand- 
children, all tugging at his skirts, whilst he 
solemnly rocks the b^^BflfiBflHRmly in- 
forms the infant : ^^fliW^HR^e as much 
for its mother once." 

Peace be with such dreams whenever they 
come to the poor man's hearth ! 

A little surprised at not seeing Mary as 
usual on the following morning, and thinking 
she might be unwell, Bachel Gray sent Jane to 
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enquire. Jane soon returned^ her face brimful 
of news. 

" WeU/' said Eachel, " how is Mary ? " 
" Law bless you, Miss, Mary's well enough.' 
" Why did she not come then ? '* 
" She does not like dress-making no more.'* 
And Jane sat down, and took up her work, 
and became deeply absorbed in a sleeve trim- 
ming. Bachel reddened and looked pained. 
She liked Mary ; the pale, sickly child reminded 
her strongly of her own lost sister, and though 
she could allow for the natural tartness with, 
which Jane had no doubt fiilfilled her errand, 
yet she knew that Jane was true, and that as 
she represented it, the matter must be. 

Eof^|n|^Hi||JB^nded her work, sadly 
wonderin^^fiMMoliffitPingratitude of a child 
whom she had treated with uniform kindness 
and indulgence, then she tried to dismiss the 
matter from her mind ; but she could not do so, 
and when dusk came round, her first act, as 
soon as she laid by her work, was to slip 
out unperceived — ^for Mrs. Gray, highly indig- 

7* 
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nant with Mr. Jones and his daughter, would 
certainly have opposed her — and go as £Bkr as 
the Tea-pot. 

Mr. Jones was serving a customer. He did 
not recognize Bachel as she entered the shop, 
and hastily called out : 

" Mary — Mary, come and serve the lady.'* 

"It's only me, Mr. Jones," timidly said 
BacheL 

" Walk in, Miss Gray,'' he replied, slightly 
embarrassed, " walk in, you'll find Mary in the 
back parlour, very glad to see you. Miss Gray." 

Much more sulky than glad looked Mary ; 
but of this Bachel took no notice ; she sat 
down by the side of the young girl, and, as if 
nothing had occurred, &0IB^^9§;4ikHi4fff0^t and 
its prospects. To vi^USen* SiliiuuiriB '^ary gave 
replies pertinaciously sullen. 

" Mary ! " at length said Bachel, " why 
did you not come to work to day, were you im- 
weU?" 

This simple question obtaining no reply, 
Bachel repeated it ; still Mary remained silent, 



BACHEL QBAY. 155 

but when a third time Bachel gently said : 
" Mary, what was it ailed you? " 

Mary began to cry. 

"Well, well, what's the matter? *' exclaimed 
her fether, looking in, "you ain't been scolding 
my little Mary have you, Miss Gray? " 

"II" said Rachel, " no, Mr. Jones, I only 
asked her why she did not come this morning? " 

" Because I would not let her," he replied, 
almost sharply, "dress-making don't agree 
with my Mary, Miss Gmy, and you know I 
told you from the first, that if her health 
wouldn't allow it, she was not to stay." 

And a customer calling him back to the 
shop, he left the parlour threshold. Bachel 
rose, 

" Good-night, Mary," she gently said ; " if 
you feel stronger, and more able to work, you 
may come back to me." 

Mary did not reply, 

"Good-night, Mr. Jones," said Bachel, 
passing through the shop. 

"Good-night, Miss Gray," he replied, 
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formally. " My best respects to Mrs. 'Gray, 
if you please." 

When people have done an insolent and 
ungrateful thing, they generally try to per- 
suade themselves that it was a spirited, inde- 
pendent sort of thing ; and so now endeavoured 
to think Bichard Jones and his daughter — ^but 
in vain. To both still came the thought : 
" Was this the return to make to Eachel Gray 
for all her kindness ? " 

The conscience of Mr. Jones, little used to 
such reflections, made him feel extremely un- 
easy ; and if that of Mary was not quite so 
sensitive, the dull routine of the paternal home 
added much force to the conclusion " that she 
had much better have stayed with Miss Gray.*' 
Mary was too childish, and had ever been too 
much indulged to care for consistency. At 
the close of a week, she therefore declared that 
she wished to go back to Miss Gray, and did 
not know why her father had taken her away. 

"I — I — ^my dear I" said Richard Jones, 
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confounded at the accusation, " you said getting 
up early made your side ache/' 

" So it did ; but I could have got up late, 
and gone all the same, only you wouldn't let 
me ; you kept me here to mind the shop. I 
hate the shop. Tea-pot and aU ! " added Mary, 
bursting into tears. 

Jones hung down his head — ^then shook it. 

" Oh ! my little Mary— my little Mary I '' 
he exclaimed, ruefully ; and he felt as if he 
could have cried himself, to see the strange 
perversity of this spoiled child, " who turned 
upon him,'' as he internally phrased it, and 
actually upbraided him with his over-indul- 
gence. 

A wiser father would never have thus in- 
dulged a pettish daughter, and never have 
humbled himself as, to please his little Mary, 
Eichard Jones now did. That same day, he 
Went round to Eachel Gray's ; he had hoped 
that she might be alone in the little parlour ; 
but no, there sat, as if to increase his mortifi- 
cation, Mrs. Gray, stiff and stem, and Jane 
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smiling grimly. Bachel alone was the same as 
usual. Jones scratched his head, coughed^ and 
looked foolish ; but at length he came out 
with it : 

" Would Miss Gray take back his daughter, 
whose health a week's rest had much improved 
— ^much improved/' he added, looking at Bachel 
doubtfully. 

Mrs. Gray drew herself up to utter a stem 
'* No," but for once the mild Eachel checked 
and contradicted her mother, and said : 

"Yes, Mr. Jones, with great pleasure. 
You may send her to-day, if you like. She 
has missed us, and we have missed her." 

" Thank you. Miss Gray — thank you," 
said Jones, hurriedly rising to leave. 

" Give Mary my kind love," whispered 
Bachel, as she let him out. 

But Jones had not heard her. Very 
slowly, and with his hands in his pockets, he 
walked down the street. He had not grown 
tired of Mary's company ; why had Mary 
grown tired of his ? " It's natural, I sup- 
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pose/' he thought, " it's natural ; '' and when 
he entered the shop, where Mary sat sulking 
behind the counter, and he told her that she 
might go back to Miss Gray's, and when he 
saw her face light up with pleasure, he forgot 
that, though natural, it was not pleasant. 

" You may go to-day," he added, smiling. 

At once, Mary flew upstairs to her room. 
In less than five minutes, she was down again^ 
and merely nodding to her &ther as she passed 
through the shop, off she went, with the light, 
happy step of youth. 

" It's natural," he thought again, " it's very 
natural," but he sighed. 

Mrs. Gray took in high dudgeon the con- 
sent her daughter had given to the return of 
Mary Jones. She scarcely looked at that young 
lady the whole day, and when she was gone, 
and Jane had retired to her little room, and 
mother and daughter sat together, Bachel got 
a lecture. 

"You have no spirit," indignantly said 
Mrs. Gray. "Whatl after the Uttle hussy 
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behaving so shamefully, you take her back for 
the asking 1 " 

" She is but a child," gently observed 
Eachel. 

" But her father ain't a child, is he ?'' 

Eachel smiled. 

" Indeed, mother, he is not much better," 
she replied. 

"I tell you, that you ain't got a bit of 
spirit," angrily resumed Mrs. Gray. " The 
little imperent hussy ! to think of playing her 
tricks here 1 And do you think I'm agoing to 
stand that ? " added Mrs. Gray, warming with 
her subject ; " no, that I ain't 1 See if I don't 
turn her out of doors to-morrow morning." 

" Oh 1 mother, mother, do not 1 " cried 
Bachel, alarmed at the threat ; ^^ think that 
she is but a child, after alL And, oh, mother 1 " 
she added with a sigh, "have you never noticed 
how like she is to what our own little Jane 
once was ? " 

Mrs. Gray remained mute. She looked 
back in the past for the image of her lost 
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chfld. She saw a pale face, with blue eyes 
and fair hair, like Mary's. Never before had 
the resemblance struck her ; when it came, it 
acted with overpowering force on a nature 
which, though rugged, and stem, and em- 
bittered by age and sorrows, was neither cold 
nor forgetful. 

One solitary love, but ardent and impas- 
sioned, had Sarah Gray known, in her life of 
three-score and ten — ^the love of a harsh, but 
devoted mother for an only child. For that 
child's sake had its father, whom she had mar- 
ried more for prudential reasons than for 
motives of affection, become dear to her heart. 
He was the father of her Jane. For that 
child's sake, had she, without repining, borne 
the burden of BacheL Bachel was the sister 
of her Jane. Never should Rachel want, 
whilst she had heart and hands to work, and 
earn her a bit of bread. 

But when this much-loved child, after 
ripening to early youth, withered and dropped 
from the tree of life ; when she was laid to 
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deep in a premature grave, all trace of the 
holy and beautiful tenderness which gives its 
grace to womanhood, seemed to pass away from 
the bereaved mother's heart. She became more 
harsh, more morose than she had ever been, and 
had it been worth the world's while to note or 
record it, of her too it might have been said, 
as it was of England's childless King, ^^ that 
from one sad day she smiled no more." And 
now, when she heard Rachel, when in her mind 
she compared the living with the dead, strength, 
pride, fortitude forsook her, her stem features 
worked, her aged bosom heaved, passionate 
tears flowed down her wrinkled cheek. 

" Oh 1 my darling — ^my lost darling 1 " she 
cried, in broken accents, " would I could have 
died for thee 1 would thou wert here to-day I 
would my old bones filled thy young grave 1 " 

And she threw her apron over her face, and 
moaned with bitterness and anguish 

" Mother, dear mother, do not, pray do 
not 1 " cried Bachel, distressed and alarmed at 
80 unusual a burst of emotion. After a while, 
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Mrs. Gray unvefled her face. It was pale and 
agitated ; but her tears had ceased. For years 
they had not flowed, and until her dying day, 
they flowed no more. 

"Kachel," she said, looking in her step- 
daughter's face, "I forgive you. You have 
nearly broken my heart. Let Mary come, 
stay, and go ; but talk to me no more of the 
dead. Kachel, when my darling died," here 
her pale lips quivered, " know that I rebelled 
against the Lord — ^know that I did not give 
her up willingly, but only after such agony of 
mind and heart as a mother goes through when 
she sees the child she has borne, reared, cher- 
ished, fondled, lying a pale, cold bit of earth 
before her 1 And, therefore, I say, talk no 
more to me about the dead, lest my rebellious 
heart should rise again, and cry , out to its 
Maker : ^ Oh God 1 oh God 1 why didst thou 
take her from me 1 ' " 

Mrs. Gray rose to leave the room. On the 
threshold, she turned back to say in a low, sad 
voice : 

" The child may come to-morrow, Rachel." 



CHAPTER XI. 

Mrs. Gray had never cared about Mary 
Jones ; she had always thought her what she 
was indeed — ^a sickly and peevish child. But 
now her heart yearned towards the young girl, 
she herself would have been loth to confess 
why. Mary took it as a matter of course, Jane 
wondered, Rachel well knew what had wrought 
such a change; but she said nothing, and 
watched silently. 

In softened tones, Mrs Gray now addressed 
the young girL If Rachel ventured to chide 
Mary, though ever so slightly, her step-mother 
sharply checked her. " Let the child alone," 
were her mildest words. As to Jane or Mrs. 
Brown, they both soon learned that Mary Jones 
was not to be looked at with impunity. Mrs. 
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Gray wondered at them, she did, for teazing 
the poor little thing. In short, Mary was 
exalted to the post of favourite to the ruling 
powers, and she filled it with dignity and con- 
sequence. 

But the watchful eye of Eachel Gray noted 
other signs. She saw with silent uneasiness, 
the fading eye, the faltering step, the weakness 
daUy increasing of her step-mother ; and she 
felt with secret sorrow that she was soon to 
lose this harsh, yet not unloving or unloved 
companion of her quiet life. 

Mrs. Gray complained one day of feeling 
weak and aUkig. • She felt worse the next day, 
and still worse on the third. And thus, day by 
day, she slowly declined without hope of re- 
covery. Mrs. Gray had a strong, though narrow 
mind, and a courageous heart. She heard the 
doctor's sentence calmly and firmly ; and virtues 
which she had neglected in life, graced and 
adorned her last hours and her dying bed. 
Meek and patient she bore suffering and disease 
without repining or complaint, and granted 
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herself but one indulgence: the sight and 
presence of Mary. 

The young girl was kinder and more atten- 
tive to her old friend than might have been 
expected from her pettish, indulged nature. 
She took a sort of pride in keeping Mrs. Gray 
company, in seeing to Mrs. Gray, as she called 
it. Her little vanity was gratified in having 
the once redoubtable Mrs. Gray now wholly in 
her hands, and in some sort a helpless depend- 
ent on her good-wiU and kindness. It may be^ 
too, that she found a not unworthy satisfaction 
in feeling and proving to the little world around 
her, that she also was a person of weight and 
consequence. 

But her childish kindness availed not. The 
time of Mrs. Gray had come ; she too was to 
depart from a world where toil and few joys, 
and some heavy sorrows had been her portion, 
Mary and Eachel were alone with her in that 
hour. 

Mary was busy about the room. Eachel sat 
by her mother's bed. Pale and languid, Mrs, 
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Gray turned to her step-daughter, and gather- 
ing her remaining strength to speak, she said 
feebly : " My poor Eachel, I am afraid I have 
often teazed and tormented you. It was all 
temper ; but I never meant it imkindly — ^never, 
indeed. And then, you see, Eachel,'' she added, 
true to her old spirit of patronizing and mis- 
understanding her step-daughter, "your not 
being exactly like others provoked me at times ; 
but I know it shouldn't — ^it wasn't fair to you, 
poor girl ! for of course you couldn't help it." 

And Eachel, true to her spirit of humble 
submission, only smiled and kissed her mother's 
wasted cheek, and said, meekly : " Do not 
think of it, dear mother— do not ; you were not 
to blame." 

And she did not murmur, even in her heart. 
She did not find it hard that to the end she 
should be slighted, and held as one of little 
worth. 

A little while after this, Mrs. Gray spoke 
again. " Where is Mary ? " she said. 
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" And here I am, Mrs. Gray/' said Maiy, 
coming up to her on the other side of the bed. 

Mrs. Gray smiled, and stretched out her 
trembling hands, until they met and clasped 
those of the young girl. Then, with her fading 
eyes fixed on Mary's face, she said to Bachel : 

" Eachel, tell your father that I forgive him, 
will you ? " 

" Yes, mother," replied Eachel, in a low 
tone. 

"Eachel," she said again, and her weak 
voice rose, "Eachel, you have been a good and 
a faithM daughter to me — ^may the Lord bless 
you!" 

Tears streamed down Eachel's face on 
hearing those few words that paid her for many 
a bitter hour ; but her mother saw them not, 
still her look sought Mary. 

" In Thy hands, Lord, I commend my 
spirit," she murmured, and with her look still 
fastened on little Mary's pale face, she died. 

Sad and empty seemed the house to Eachel 
Gray when her mother was gone. She missed 
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her chiding voice, her step, heavy with age, her 
very scoldrog, which long habit had made light 
to bear. 

The solitude and liberty once so dear and 
so hardly won, now became painful and oppres- 
sive ; but Eachel was not long troubled with 
either. 

We are told that "he whom He loveth 
He chasteneth ; " and Kachel was not unloved, 
for she, too, was to have her share of affiction. 
Spite her sickly aspect, she enjoyed good health, 
and, therefore, when she rose one morning, 
shortly after her mother's death, and felt un- 
usually languid and unwell, Bachel was more 
surprised than alarmed. 

" La, Miss 1 how poorly you do look 1 ' 
exclaimed Jane, laying down her work with 
concern. 

" I do not feel very well,'' replied Eachel, 
calmly, "but I do not feel very ill, either," she 
added, smiling. 

Her looks belied her words; vainly she 
endeavoured to work ; by the united entreaties 
8 
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of Jane and Maiy, she was at length persuaded 
to go up to her room. She lay down on her 
bed^ and tried to sleep^ but could not; she 
thought of her step-mother, so harsh, yet so 
kind in her very harshness ; of her father, so 
cold and unloving ; of her silent, lonely life, and 
its narrow cares and narrow duties, above which 
smiled so heavenly a hope, burning like a clear 
star above a dark and rugged valley ; and with 
these thoughts and feelings, heightening them 
to intensity, blended the heat and languor of 
growing fever. 

When Mary came up to know if Bachel 
Gray wanted anything, she found her so ill that 
she could scarcely answer her question. She 
grew rapidly worse. The medical man who was 
called in, pronounced her disease a slow fever, 
not dangerous, but wasting. 

" Then there is nothing for it but patience/' 
resignedly said Bachel, ^^ I fear I shall be the 
cause of trouble to those around me, but the 
will of God be done." 
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" La, MisB 1 well take care of you/' zea- 
lously said Jane, " shan't we, Mary ? " 

" Of course we will," as zealously replied 
the young girl. 

Bachel smiled at their earnestness ; but 
their zeal was destined to be thrown in the 
shade by that of a third individual. On the 
fourth day of her illness, Bachel was awakened 
from a heavy sleep into which she had &llen, by 
the sound of angry though subdued voices on 
the staircase. 

"I tell you 'taint a bit of use, and that 
you're not going to go up," said the deep, 
emphatic tones of Jane. 

" Et je vous dis que je veux monter, moi 1 " 
obstinately exclaimed the shrill French voice 
of Madame Bose. 

Jane, who was not patient, now apparently 
resorted to that last argument of kings and 
nations, physical force, to remove the intruder, 
for there was the sound of a scuffle on the 
staircase, but if she had strength on her side, 
Madame Bose had agility, and though somewhat 
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ruffled and out of breath, she victoriously burst 
into Bachers room. 

"Take care, Miss, take care," screamed 
Jane, rushing up after her, " the French mad- 
woman has got in, and I couldn't keep her 
out." 

" Don't be afraid, Jane, " said Bachel, as 
the alarmed apprentice made her apparance at 
the door, "I am very glad to see Madame 
Eose. I tell you she will not hurt me, and 
that I am glad to see her," she added, as Jane 
stared grimly at the intruder. 

She spoke so positively, that the apprentice 
retired, but not without emphatically intimating 
that she should be within call if Miss Gray 
wanted her. 

Bachel was too ill to speak much; but 
Madame Eose spared her the trouble by taking 
that task on herself; indeed, she seemed willing 
to take a great deal on herself, and listless as 
Eachel was, she perceived with surprise that 
Madame Eose was in some measure taking pos- 
.session of her sick room. She inquired after 
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Mimi. Madame Kose shook her head, produced 
a square pocket handkerchief, applied it to her 
eyes, then turned them up, till the whites alone 
were visible ; in short, she plainly intimated 
that Mimi had gone to her last home ; after 
which she promptly dried her tears, and, partly 
by speech, partly by pantomime, she informed 
Eachel that the apprentices were too busy 
sewing to be able to attend on her, and that 
she — Madame Kose — would undertake that 
care. Eachel was too ill and languid to resist ; 
and Jane and Mary, though they resented the 
intrusion of the foreigner, were unable to eject 
her, for, by possession, which is acknowledged 
to be nine-tenths of the law, Madame Rose 
made her claim good, until the enemy had 
abandoned all idea of resistance. 

And a devoted nurse she made, ever atten- 
tive, ever vigUant. For three months did 
Rachel see, in her darkened room, the active 
little figure of the Frenchwoman, either moving 
briskly about, or sitting erect in her chair, knit- 
ting assiduously, occasionally relieved, it is true, 
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by Jane and Mary. She saw it when she lay 
in the trance of fever and pain, unable to move 
or speak ; in her few moments of languid relief, 
it was still there ; and it became so linked, in 
her mind, with her sick room, that, when she 
awoke one day free from fever, the delightftil 
sensation that pain was gone from her, like the 
weary dream of a troubled night fled in the 
morning, blended with a sense of surprise and 
annoyance at missing the nod and the snule of 
Madame Bose. 

Bachel looked around her wondering, and 
in looking, she caught sight of the portly and 
vulgar figure of Mrs. Brown ; she saw her with 
some surprise, for she knew that that lady en- 
tertained a strong horror of a sick room. 

" It's only me 1 " said Mrs. Brown noddmg 
at her. " You're aU right now, my girL'' 

" I feel much better, indeed," replied BacheL 

" Of course you do ; the fever is all gone, 
otherwise you should not see me here, I promise 
you," added Mrs. Brown, with another nod, and 
a knowing wink. 



RACHEL GRAY. 175 

"And Madame Rose/' said Rachel, "where 
is Madame Rose ? '' 

" Law ! don't trouble your mind about her. 
Keep quiet, will you ? '' 

Mrs. Brown spoke impatiently. Rachel felt 
too weak to dispute her authority, but when 
Jane came up, she again inquired after Madame 
Rose. Jane drily said it was all right, and that 
Miss Gray was to keep quiet ; and more than 
this she would not say. 

The fever had left Rachel. She was now 
cured, and rapidly got better ; but still, she did 
not see Madame Rose, and was fevoured with 
more of Mrs, Brown's company than she liked. 
At length she one day positively exacted an ex- 
planation from Jane, who reluctantly gave it. 

" Law bless you. Miss 1 '' she said, " 'taint 
worth talking about. Mrs. Brown can't abide 
the little Frenchwoman ; and so, one day when 
she went out, she locked the door, and wouldn't 
let Mary open it ; and when Madame Rose 
rang and rapped, Mrs. Brown put her head out 
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of the window, and railed at her, until she 
fairly scared her away from the place/' 

" But what brought Mrs. Brown here ? " 
asked Bachel, who had heard her with much 
surprise. 

Jane looked embarrassed, but was spared 
the trouble of replying by the voice of Mrs. 
Brown, who imperatively summoned her down 
stairs. She immediately complied, and left 
Bachel alone. A mild sun shone in through 
the open window on the sick girl ; she had that 
day got up, for the first time, and sat on a chair 
with a book on her knees. But she could not 
read : she felt too happy, blest in that delight* 
ful sense of returning health which long sickness 
renders so sweet. Her whole soul overflowed 
with joy, thankfdlness, and prayer, and for once 
the shadow of sad or subduing thoughts fell not 
on her joy. 

" Well, my girl, and how are you to-day ? '* 
said the rough voice of Mrs. Brown, who 
entered without the ceremony of knoch'ng. 
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Kachel quietly replied that she felt well — 
almost quite well. 

" Of course you do, I knew Td bring you 
round/' said Mrs. Brown. " La bless you 1 all 
their coddling was just killing you. So I told 
Janej all along, but she wouldn't believe me. 
*La bless you, girl!' I said to her, ^I do it 
willingly, but it's only just a wasting of my 
money,' says I." 

"Your money, Mrs. Brown?" interrupted 
Kachel, with a start. 

"Why, of course, my money. Whose 
else ? Didn't you know of it ? " 

"Indeed, I did not," replied Kachel, con- 
founded. 

" La ! what a muff the girl is ! " good- 
humouredly observed Mrs. Brown. " And where 
did you think, stupid, that the money you have 
been nursed with these three months came 
from ? Why, from my pocket, of course ; 
twenty pound three-and-six, besides a quarter's 
rent, and another running on." 

Kachel was dismayed at the amount of the 
8* 
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debt. When and how shonld she be able to 
pay so large a sum ? Stilly rallying from her 
first feeling of surprise and dismay, she at- 
tempted to express to Mrs. Brown her gratitude 
for the assistance so generously yielded, and her 
hope of being able to repay it some day ; but 
Mrs. Brown would not hear her. 

" Nonsense, Rachel,*' she said, " I ain't a- 
done more than I ought to have done for my 
cousin's step-daughter. And to whom should 
Jane, when she wanted money, have come, but 
to me ? And as to paying me, bless you ! 
there's no hurry, RacheL I can afford, thank 
Heaven, to lend twenty pound, and not miss 
it.'' 

This was kindness — such Rachel felt it to 
be ; but, alas ! she also felt that there was on 
her, fix)m that day, the badge of obligation and 
servitude. She was still too weak to work ; 
she had, during her long illness, lost the best 
part of her customers ; until her full recovery, 
she was, perforce, cast on Mrs. Brown for assist- 
ance, and, of all persons, Mrs. Brown was the 
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last not to take advantage of sach a state of 
things. Mrs. Brown came when she liked, said 
what she liked, and did what she liked in 
Eachel's house. But, indeed, it was not Ea- 
chel's house — ^it was Mrs. Brown's. Eachel was 
there on sufferance ; the very bed on which she 
slept was Mrs. Brown's ; the very chair on 
which she sat was Mrs. Brown's. So Mrs. 
Brown felt, and made every one feel, Eachel 
included. 

The effects of her rule were soon apparent. 
Every article of furniture changed its place ; 
every household nook was carefully examined 
and improved, and every luckless individual 
who entertained a lingering kindness for Eachel 
Gray, was affronted, and effectually banished 
fixjm the house, from irascible Madame Eose 
down to peaceful Mr. Jones. 

Eachel carried patience to a fault ; through 
her whole life, she had been taught to suffer 
and endure silently, and now, burdened with 
the sense of her debt and obligation, she knew 
not how to resist the domestic tyranny of this 
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new tormentor. The easiest course was to 
submit. To Bachel it seemed that snch^ in 
common gratitude^ was her duty ; and, ac- 
cordingly, she submitted. But this was a 
time of probation and trial ; as such she ever 
looked back to it, in after life. To Jane, her 
patience seemed amazing, and scarcely com- 
mendable. 

"I wonder you can bear with the old 
creetur, that I do," she said, emphatically. 

" Mrs. Brown means kindly,'' said Bachel, 
" and she has been a kind friend to me, when I 
had no other friend. I may well have a little 
patience." 

" A little patience ! " echoed Jane, indig- 
nantly, " a little patience 1 when she's always 
at you." 

But Eachel would hear no more on the sub- 
ject. K she bore with Mrs. Brown, it was not 
to murmur at her behind her back. Yet she 
was not so insensible to what she endured, but 
that she felt it a positive relief when Mrs. 
Brown went and paid one of her nieces a visit 
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in the country, and for a few weeks delivered 
the house of her presence. Internally, Kachel 
accused herself of ingratitude because she felt 
glad. " It's very wrong of me, I know," she 
remorsefully thought, " but I feel as if I could 
not help it.'' 

Her health was now restored. She had 
found some work to do ; with time she knew 
she should be able to pay Mrs. Brown. Her 
mind recovered its habitual tone ; old thoughts, 
old feelings, laid by during the hour of trial and 
sickness, but never forsaken, returned to her 
now, and time, as it passed on, matured a great 
thought in her heart. 

" Who knows," she often asked herself, in 
her waking dreams, " who knows if the hour is 
not come at last? My father cannot always 
turn his face from me. Love me at once he 
cannot ; but why should he not with time ? " 
Yet it was not at once that Rachel acted on 
these thoughts. Never since he had received 
her so coldly, had she crossed her father's 
threshold ; but often, in the evening, she had 
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walked up and down before his door, looking at 
him throagh the shop window with sad and 
earnest eyes, never seeking for more than that 
stolen glance, though still with the persistency 
of a fond heart, she looked forward to a happier 
future. 

And thus she lingered until one morning, 
when she rose, nerved her heart, and went out ; 
calmly resolved to bear as others, to act. 

She went to her fether's house. She found 
Vn'm sturdy and stem, planing with the vigour 
of a man in the prime of life. His brow be- 
came clouded, as he saw and recognized his 
daughter's pale face and shrinking figure. 
Still he bade her come in, for she stood on the 
threshold timidly waiting for a welcome ; and 
his ungraciousness was limited to the cold 
question of what had brought her. 

" I am come to see you, father,*' was her 
mild reply. And as to this Thomas Gray said 
nothing, Eachel added : " My mother is dead." 

" I know it, and have known it these three 
months," he drily answered. 
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" She died very happy/' resumed Eachel, 
" and before she died, she desired me to come 
and tell you that she sincerely forgave you all 
past unkindness/' 

A frown knit the rugged brow of Thomas 
Gray. His late wife had had a sharp temper 
of her own ; and perhaps he thought himself as 
much sinned against as sinning. But he made 
no comment. 

" Father/' said Eachel, speaking from her 
very heart, and looking earnestly in his face, 
" may I come and live with you ? " 

Thomas Gray looked steadily at his daugh- 
ter, and did not reply. But Eachel, resolved 
not to be easUy disheartened, persisted none 
the less. "Father,'' she resumed, and her 
voice faltered with the depth of her emotion, 
" pray let me. I know you do not care much 
for me. I dare say you are right, that I am 
not worth much ; but still I might be useful 
to you. A burden I certainly should not be ; 
and in sickness, in age, I think, I hope, father, 
you would like to have your daughter near you. 
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" I am now your only child/' she added, 
after a moment's pause ; ^^ the only living 
thing of your blood, not one relative have I in 
this wide world ; and you, father, you too are 
alone. Let me come to live with you. Pray 
let me 1 K my presence is irksome to you," 
added Bachel, gazing wistfully in his face, as 
both hope and courage began to fail her, 
*' I shall keep out of the way. Indeed, in- 
deed," she added with tears in her eyes, "I 
shaU." 

He had heard her out very quietly, and 
very quietly he replied : " Eachel, what did I 
go to America for ? " 

Rachel, rather bewildered with the ques^ 
tion, faltered that she did not know. 

" And what did I come to live here for ? '' 
he continued. 

Bachel did not answer ; but there was a 
sad foreboding in her heart. 

" To be alone," he resumed ; and he spoke 
with some sternness, " to be alone." And he 
went back to his planing. 
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With tears whicli he saw not, Bachel 
looked at the stem, selfish old man, whom she 
called her father. The sentence which he had 
uttered, rung in her heart ; but she did not 
venture to dispute its justice. Her simple 
pleading had been heard and rejected. More 
than she had said, she could not say ; and it 
did not occur to her to urge a second time the 
homely eloquence which had so signally failed 
when first spoken. But she made bold to pre- 
fer a timid and humble petition. " Might she 
come to see him ? " 

" What for ? " he bluntly asked, 

" To see how you are, father," replied poor 
Bachel. 

" How I am," he echoed, with a suspicious 
gathering of the brow, " and why shouldn't I 
be weU, just teU me that ? " 

" It might please Providence to affict you 
with sickness,'' began Bachel. 

" Sickness, sickness," he interrupted, in- 
dignantly, " I tell you, woman, I never was 
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sick in my life. Is there the sign of illness^ or 
of disease upon me ? " 

" No, indeed, father, there is not." 

" And could you find a man of my age half 
so healthy, and so strong as I am — just tell me 
that ? " he rather defiantly asked. 

Poor Bachel was literal as truth. Instead 
of eluding a reply, she simply said : " I have 
seen stronger men than you, father.'' 

" Oh 1 you have — ^have you 1 " he ejacu- 
lated, eyeing her with very little favour. 

And though Eachel was not unconscious 
of her offence, she added : " And strong or 
weak, father, are we not all in the hands of 
God?'' 

From beneath his bushy grey eyebrows, 
Thomas Gray looked askance at his daughter ; 
but love often rises to a fearlessness that makes 
it heroic, and Eachel, not daxmted, resumed : 
"Father," she said, earnestly, "you do not 
want me now ; I know and see it, but if ever 
you should — and that time may come, pray, 
father, pray send for me." 
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" Want you ? and what should I want you 
for?-' asked Thomas Gray. 

" I cannot tell, I do not know ; but you 
might want me. Kemember, that if you do, 
you have but to send for me. I am willing, 
ever willing." 

He looked at. her as she stood there before 
him, a pale, saUow, sickly girl, then he laughed 
disdainfully, and impatiently motioned her 
away, as if his temper were chafed at her con- 
tinued presence. Eachel felt, indeed, that her 
visit had been sufficiently long, and not wishing 
to close on herself the possibility of return — ^for 
she had one of those quietly pertinacious na- 
tures that never give up hope — she calmly bade 
her father good-bye. Without looking at her, 
he muttered an unintelligible reply. Eachel 
left the shop, and returned to her quiet street 
and solitary home. 

Yet solitary she did not find it. True, 
Jane was out on some errand or other, but 
Mary was alone in the parlour. She sat with 
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her work on her lap^ crying as if her heart 
would break. 

In vain she tried to hide or check her 
tears ; Bachel saw Mary's grief^ and forgetting 
at once her own troubles^ she kindly sat down 
by the young girl, and asked what ailed her. 

At firsts Mary would not speak, then sud- 
denly she threw her arms around Bachel's 
neck, and with a fresh burst of tears, she ex- 
claimed : ^^ Oh ! dear, dear Miss Gray 1 I am 
80 miserable/' 

"What for, child?" asked Eachel as- 
tonished. 

" He's gone — ^he's gone ! " sobbed Mary. 

" Who is gone, my dear ? " 

Mary hung down her head. But Bachel 
pressed her so kindly to speak, that her heart 
opened, and with many a hesitating pause, 
and many a qualifying comment, Mary Jones 
related to her kind-hearted listener a little 
story, which, lest the reader should not prove 
so indulgent, or so patient as Bachel Gray, 
we will relate in language plainer and more 
brief. 
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Time had worn on : nine months in all 
had passed away since the opening of the 
Teapot. 

We must be quite frank : Mr. Jones had 
not always made the one pound ten a week 
clear profit ; and of course this affected all his 
calculations : the ten per cent for increase of 
gain included. There had been weeks when he 
had not realized more than one pound, others 
when he made ten shillings, ay and there had 
been weeks when all he could do — if he did do 
80— was to make both ends meet. It was odd ; 
but it was so. Mr. Jones was at first much 
startled ; but he soon learned to reconcile him- 
self to it. 

"It stands to reason/' he philosophically 
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observed to Mary, ^^ it's business^ 70a see, tt'0 
business." The words explained alL 

Another drawback was that the front roam 
which was worth five shillings a week, as his 
landlord had proved to Mr. Jones in their very 
first conversation, and for which Mr. Jones 
liad therefore allowed — on the fiEiith of his 
landlord's word — ^thirteen pounds a year in 
his accounts — never let at alL This was the 
first intimation Mr. Jones received of the prac- 
tical business truth, that it is necessary to al- 
low for losses. 

He had almost given up all thoughts of let- 
ting this unfortunate room, and indeed the bill 
had had time to turn shabby and yellow in the 
shop window, when one morning a young man 
entered the shop and in a cool deliberate tone 
said: " Room to let ? '' 

" Yes, Sir," replied Jones rather impressed 
by his brief manner. 

"Back or front?" 

" Front, Sir, firont. Capital room. Sir I " 

"Terms?" 
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" Five shillings a-week, Sir. A room worth 
six shillings, anywhere else. Like to see it, 
Sir ? Mary — Mary, dear, just mind the shop 
awhile, will you ? " 

Mary came grumbling at being disturbed, 
whilst her father hastened upstairs .before the 
stranger, and throwing the window open, 
showed him a very dusty room, not over and 
above well furnished. 

" Capital room. Sir I " said Mr. Jones, 
winking shrewdly ; " real Brussels carpet ; 
portrait of Her Majesty above the mantel- 
piece ; and that bed. Sir — just feel that bed, 
Sir," he added, giving it a vigorous poke, by 
way of proving its softness ; " very cheerful 
look-out, too ; the railroad just hard by — see 
all the trains passing.'' 

Without much minding these advantages, 
the stranger cast a quick look round the 
room, then said in his curt way : ^^ Take four 
shillings for it ? Yes. Well then. Til come 
to-night." 

And without giving Mr. Jones time to re- 
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ply^ he walked downstairs^ and walked ont 
through the shop. 

" Well, father, have you let the room ? " 
asked Mary, when her &ther came down, still 
bewildered by the young man's strange and 
abrupt manner. 

" WeU, chUd," he repKed, " I suppose I 
may say I have, for the young man is coming 
to-night." 

^'What's his name?" promptly asked 
Mary. 

" I'm blest if I know ; he never told m^e, 
nor gave me time to ask." 

" But, father, you don't mean to say you 
let the room to him, without knowing his 
name?" 

" But I didn't let the room to him," said 
Mr. Jones ; " it was he took it." 

" Well, that's queer ! " said Mary. 

" Queer ! I call it more than queer ! " ex- 
claimed the grocer, now turning indignant at 
the treatment he had received ; ^^ but he shan't 
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Bleep in it, though, till Tve got his references, 
I can tell him." 

The words were scarcely out of his mouth, 
when into the shop again walked the stranger. 

" My name is Joseph Saunders,'' he said, 
briefly, "and if you want to know more, 
apply to Mr. Smithson, number thirteen, in 
the alley hard by. He'll give you aU the par- 
ticulars." 

Having delivered which piece of informa- 
tion, he once more vanished. Well, there was 
nothing to say to this ; and Mr. Jones, who 
had an inquisitive temper, was preparing to 
dart off to Mr. Smithson's, who did indeed live 
hard by, when Mr. Joseph Saunders once more 
appeared. 

" P'r'aps you'd like the first week," he said ; 
and without waiting for a reply, he laid four 
shillings down on the counter, and again dis- 
appeared — this time to return no more. Mary 
was very much struck. 

" He looks quite superior," she said, "quite. 

9 
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Saunders — Joseph Saunders 1 what a nice 
name/' 

" That's all very well," replied her father, 
sweeping the four shillings into the till, '^ but I 
must have a word or two to say with Mr. 
Smithson — ^for all that his name is Joseph 
Saunders." 

He took his hat, and wiEilked out to seek 
Mr. Smithson, an old and stiff dealer in earth- 
enware, who lived within a stone's throw of the 
Teapot. The day was fine, and Mr. Smithson 
was airing his pans and dishes, and setting 
them along the pavement, like traps for the 
feet of unwary passengers. 

" Good-moming to you," began Jones, in a 
conciliating tone. 

" Gk)od-moming ! " replied, or rather grunt- 
ed Mr. Smithson, without taking the trouble to 
look up. 

^^ I have just come round to inquire about a 
young man — ^his name is Joseph Saunders. 
Do you know him ? " 
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" S'pose I do ? '' answered Mr. Smithson, 
too cautious to commit himself. 

" Well then, s'pose you do— you can tell 
me something about him, can't you ? '' 

" What for ? " drily asked the earthenware 
dealer. 

" What for ! " exclaimed Mr. Jones, begin- 
ning to lose his temper, "why, because he's 
taken my front room, and I want to know what 
sort of a chap he is, and because, too, he has 
referred me to you — that's what for." 

" Well, then," said Mr. Smithson, " I'll just 
tell you this : first, he'll pay his rent ; second, 
he'll give no trouble ; third, thaf s all." 

With which Mr. Smithson, who had for a 
moment looked up, and paused in his occupa- 
tion, returned to his earthenware. 

" And what does he do ? " asked Mr. Jones, 
not satisfied with this brief account. 

" If you was to stay here from now till to- 
morrow morning," surlily replied Mr. Smithson, 
" you'd know no more from me." 

Mr. Jones whistled, and walked o£f,*with his 
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hands in his pockets. He had been guilty of 
the unpardonable sin of not purchasing a ahiL- 
ling's worth of Mr. Bmithson's goods since he 
had come to the neighbourhood^ and of coiuse 
Mr. Bmithson felt aggrieved. 

" Well, father/' eagerly exclaimed Mary, as 
soon as she saw her father, " who is he ? 
What is he ? What does he do ? Is he 
married — " 

" Bless the girl ! " interrupted Mr. Jones^ 
" how am J to know all that ? He'll pay Iub 
rent, and he's respectable, and more don't con- 
cern us ; and ifs time for you to go to Miss 
Gray, ain't it?" 

With which limited information Mary had, 
perforce, to remain satisfied. 

The new lodger proved to be what Mr. 
Jones graphically termed "a very buttoned- 
up sort of chap;" a tall, dark, silent, and 
reserved man, who paid his rent every week, 
went out early every morning, came home at 
ten every night, and vanished every Sunday. 

We have already hinted that Mr. Jones had 
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a spice of curiosity ; this mystery teazed him^ 
and by dint of waylaying his guest both early 
and late^ he succeeded in ascertaroing that he 
had recently left his situation in a large house 
in the city, and that he was in search of an- 
other. No more did Mr. Joseph Saunders 
choose to communicate ; but this was enough. 

For some time, the poor grocer had had a 
strong suspicion that he was not a very good 
business man ; that he wanted something ; 
energy, daring, he knew not what, but some- 
thing he was sure it was. 

"Now,'' he thought, "if I could secure 
such a young fellow as that ; it would be a 
capital thing for me, and in time not a bad one 
for him. For suppose, that he becomes a Co., 
and marries Mary, why the house is his, that's 
all. Now I should like to know what man in 
the city will say to him : ^ Saunders, I'll make 
a Co. of you, and you shall have my daugh- 
ter.'" 

Fully impressed with the importance of 
the proposal he had to make, Mr. Jones accord- 
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ingly walked up one morning to hia lodgei^B 
room ; and after a gentle knock^ obtained ad- 
mittance. But scarcely had he entered the 
room^ scarcely cast a look aronnd him, when 
his heart fEuled him. Joseph Saunders was 
packing up. 

" Going, Sir/' faintly said Jones. 

" Why yes ! " replied the young man, *' 1 
have found a situation, and so I am off na- 
turally. My week is up to-morrow, I belieye, 
but not having given notice, I shall pay for 
next, of course.'* • 

He thrust his hand in his pocket as he 
spoke. Poor Mr. Jones was too much hurt 
with his disappointment to care about the four 
shillings. 

" Pray -don't mention it," he said hurriedly, 
" your time's up to-morrow, and so there's an 
end of it all." Which words applied to the end 
of his hopes, more than anything else. 

Mr. Saunders gave him a look of sligjht 
surprise, but said quietly : " No, no, Mr. Jones, 
what's £air is &ir. I gave no notice, and bo 
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here are your four shillings/' He laid them on 
the table as he spoke ; and resumed his pack- 
ing. 

He forgot to ask what had brought Mr. 
Jones up to his room, and Mr. Jones no longer 
anxious to tell him, pocketed his four shillings 
and withdrew hastily, under pretence that he 
was wanted in the shop. 

Mr. Jones had not acted in all this without 
consulting his daughter; she had tacitly ap- 
proved his plans, and when he had imprudently 
allowed her to see how he thought those plans 
likely to end by a matrimonial alliance between 
herself and young Saunders, a faint blush had 
come over the poor little thing's sallow fiice, and 
stooping to shun her father's kind eye, she pre- 
tended to pick up a needle that had not fallen. 
And now she was waiting, below, for it was 
early yet, and she had not gone to Miss Gray's 
— she was waiting to know the result of her 
father's conference with Mr. Saunders. No 
wonder that he came down somewhat slowly, 
and not a little crest-&llen. All he said was : 
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^' He's got a new situation/' and whistling by 
way of showing his ntter unconcern, he entered 
the shop, where a dirty child with its chin 
resting on the counter, was waiting to be 
served. 

Mary too had had her dreams, innocent 
dreams, made up of the shadow ci love, and 
of the substance of girlish vanity. The poor 
child felt this blow, the first her little life had 
known, and childishly began to cry. Her eyes 
were red when she went to work, but she sat in 
shadow, and Jane, who seldom honoured Miss 
Jones with her notice, saw nothing. Bachel 
Gray was too much absorbed in her own thoughts 
to heed what passed around her. 

It was only on her return, that finding 
Mary in tears, she drew from her the littie tale 
of her hope and disappointment. It is not an 
easy task to console, even the lightest sorrow, 
for it is not easy to feel sympathy. Yet little 
as her grave mind, and earnest heart could 
understand the troubles of Mary Jones, Utile 
as she could feel in reality for the childish fieuicy 



BACHBL GBAY. 201 

to which they owed their birth, Bachel felt for 
the young girl's grief, such as it was, and by 
sympathy and mild reasoning, she soothed Mary, 
and sent her home partly consoled. 

Of course Mr. Saunders was gone — ^he had 
left too without any adieu or message. Mary's 
vanity was as much hurt as her heart. 

Mr. Jones was not habitually a man of 
keen perceptions, but love is ever quick. It cut 
him to the heart to see his little Mary so woe- 
begone. He looked at her wistfully, tried to 
check a sigh, and said as brightly as he could, 

" Cheer up, Mary ; law bless you girl, weTl 
have lots of lodgers yet ; and as to that Saun- 
ders, I don't so much care about it, now he's 
gone. He was a clever fellow, but he hadn't 
got no capital, and as to taking a Co. without 
capital, why none but a good-natured easy 
fellow like me would dream of such a thing now 
a days; but, as I said, well have lots of 
lodgers — ^lots of lodgers." 

" We never had but that one all them nine 
months," said Mary with some asperity. 
9* 
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" They're all a coming/' said her father gaily; 
" They're all a coining." 

And he said it in such droll feushion^ and 
winked so knowingly that^ do what she could^ 
Mary could not but laugh. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

Maby was gone ; Jane had come in but to 
go up to her room. Bachel sat alone in the 
little parlour, reading by candle-light. 

And did she read, indeed ! Alas no 1 Her 
wiU fixed her eyes on the page, but her mind 
received not the impression it conveyed. The 
sentences were vague and broken as images iu 
a dream ; the words had no meaning. Out- 
wardly, calm as ever did Rachel seem, but there 
was a strange sorrow — a strange tumult in her 
heart. 

That day the hope of years had been 
wrecked, that day she had offered herself, and 
been finally rejected. In vain she said to her- 
self : " I must submit — ^it is the will of God, I 
must submit.'' A voice within her ever seemed 
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to say : " Father, Father, why hast thou foiv 
saken me 1 '' until, at length, Bachel felt as if 
she could bear no more. 

Sorrows endured in silence are ever doubly 
felt. The nature of Bachel Gray was silent ; 
she had never asked for sympathy ; she had 
early been taught to expect and accept in its 
stead, its bitter step-sister Bidicule. Derided^ 
laughed at, she had learned to dread that the 
look of a human being should catch a glimpse 
of her sorrows. If her little troubles were thus 
treated — how would her heavier griefe fare ? 

And now no more than ever did Bachel 
trouble any with her burden. Why should 
she ? Who, what was she that others should 
care whether or not her father loved her 1 That 
he did not sufficiently, condemned her to soli- 
tude. The pitying eye of God might, indeed^ 
look down upon her with tenderness and love, 
but fix)m her brethren Bachel expected noth- 
ing. 

And thus it was that, on this night, after 
consoling the idle sorrows of an indulged child, 
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Bachel, sitting in solitude^ found the weight of 
her own grief aknost intolerable. Like all shy 
and nervous persons, she was deeply excitable. 
Anger she knew not ; but emotions as vehe- 
ment, though more pure, could trouble her 
heart. And now she was moved, and deeply 
moved, by a sense of injustice and of wrong. 
Her fiither wronged her — ^perhaps he knew it 
not; but he wronged her. "God Almighty 
had not given him a child, she felt, to treat it 
thus, with mingled dislike and contempt. Were 
there none to receive his slights and his scorn, 
but his own daughter ? " 

She rose, and walked up and down the room 
with some agitation. Then came calmer and 
gentler thoughts, moving her heart until her 
tears flowed freely. Had she not failed that 
day — ^had she not been too cold in her entreaties, 
too easfly daunted by the first rejection ? Had 
she but allowed her fiither to see the love, deep 
and fervent, which burned in his daughter's 
heart — ^he would not, he could not so coldly 
have repelled and cast her from him. 
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" And why not try again ? *' murmured an 
inner voice ; " the kingdom of Heaven is 
taken by storm — and what is the kingdom of 
Heaven, but the reakn of love ? " 

At first^ this seemed a thought so wild, that 
Bachel drew back from it in alarm^ as from an 
abyss yawning at her feet. But even as our 
looks soon become &miliar with images of the 
wildest danger, so the thought returned ; and 
she shrank not back irom it. Besides, what 
had she to lose ? Nothing 1 With a sort of 
despair, she resolved to go and seek Thomas 
Gray, and attempt once more to move him. 
" K he rejects me now," she added, inwardly, 
" I shall submit and trouble him no more." 

The hour was not late ; besides, in her 
present mood, the timid Bachel felt above fear. 
She was soon dressed — soon on her road. This 
time, neither annoyance nor evil befell her. 
She passed like a shadow through crowds, and 
like a shadow was unheeded. The night was 
dark and dreary ; a keen wind whistled along 
the streets — ^but for either cold or darkness 
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Bachel cared not. Her thoughts flowed full 
and free in her brain ; for once^ she felt that she 
could speak ; and a joyful presentiment in her 
heart told her that she would^ and should be 
heard — ^and not in vain. 

Absorbed in those thoughts^ Bachel scarcely 
knew what speed she had made^ until^ with the 
mechanical impulse of habit, she found herself 
stopping before the second-hand ironmonger's 
shop. Wakening as from a dream, and smiling 
at herself, she went on. Bachel had expected to 
find the shop of Thomas Gray closed, and him- 
self absent ; but the light that burned fix)m 
his dwelling, and shed its glow on the opposite 
houses, made her heart beat with joy and hope. 
Timidly, she looked in through the glass panes ; 
the shop was vacant ; her father was, no doubt^ 
in the back parlour. Bachel entered; the 
door-bell rang. She paused on the threshold, 
expecting to see him appear from within, 
nerving herself to bear his cold look, and severe 
aspect ; but he came not. He was either up- 
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stairs^ or in some other part of the house, or 
next door with a neighbour. 

There was a chair in the shop ; Bachel took 
it, sat down, and waited — ^how long, she herself 
never knew ; for seconds seemed hours, and all 
true consciousness of time had left her. At 
length, she wondered; then she feared — ^why 
was her fiither's house so silent and so deserted ? 
She went to the door, and looked down the 
street. It was still and lonely ; every house 
was shut up ; and even from the neighbouring 
thorough&re, all sounds of motion and life 
seemed gone. 

Suddenly Bachel remembered the little 
public-house to which her father had once sent 
her. She had often seen him going to it in the 
evening ; perhaps he was there now. In the 
shadow of the houses, she glided up to the 
tavern door — ^it stood half open — she cautiously 
looked in ; and standing, as she did, in the 
gloom of the street, she could do so unseen. 
The landlord sat dozing in the bar— -not a soul 
was with him. Bachel glanced at the clock 
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above his head ; it marked a quarter to twelve. 
Dismayed and alarmed, she returned to her 
fitther's house. It so chanced, that as she 
walked on the opposite side of the narrow 
street, a circumstance that had before escaped 
her notice, now struck her. In the room above 
the shop of Thomas Gray, there burned a light. 
She stopped short, and looked at it with a 
beating heart. She felt sure her father was 
there. 

Bachel re-entered the shop, and again sat 
down, resolved to be patient ; but her nervous 
restlessness soon became intolerable. Seized 
with an indefinite fear, she rose, took the light, 
and entered the parlour : it was vacant. Pass- 
ing under a low door which she found ajar, she 
went up a dark staircase. It ended with a 
narrow landing, and a solitary door; she 
knocked, and got no reply; she tried it, it 
yielded to her hand, and opened ; but Bachel 
did not cross the threshold ; she paused upon 
it, awe-struck at the sight she saw. The room 
was a small one, poorly furnished, with a low 
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and narrow bed^ a table and a few chairs. On 
the mantle-shelf burned a taUow light, dim and 
lurid for want of snuffing ; its dull glow fell on 
the motionless figure of Thomas Gray. He 
sat straight and stiff in a wooden chair; with a 
hand resting on each arm. His face was ghastly 
pale, and rigid as death ; his eyes stared on the 
blank wall before him, and seemed void of 
sight. 

" My father is dead/' thought Eachel. She 
entered the room and went up to him. But 
when she laid her hand on his arm, a slight 
convulsive motion showed her that he stiU lived. 
Ay, he lived, of that living death, which is 
worse than the true. Paralysis had fallen upon 
him without warning. Like a thief in the 
night it had come ; and in a few brief seconds 
it had laid low the proud man's strength. Of 
that strength he had boasted in the morning ; 
twelve hours had not gone round — where was it 
now? 

Rachel did not lose her presence of mind. 
How she went out, found a doctor, and brought 
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him back, she never exactly knew ; but she did 
it. 

The medical man looked at Thomas Gray, 
then at BacheL 

" You are his daughter/' he said, kindly. 

"Yes, sir, lam." 

" WeU, then, my poor girl, I am very sorry 
for you — ^very sorry. Your father may live 
years ; but I can hold out no prospect of re- 
covery." 

" None, sir," faltered Rachel, looking wist- 
fully in his face. 

"Not the least. Better I should tell you so 
at once, than deceive you." 

But Rachel would not — could not believe 
him. The sentence was too hard, too pitiless 
to be true. 

" Father, father ! do you know me ? " she 
cried. 

He stared vacantly in her face. Did he 
know her? Perhaps he did. Who can tell 
how far the spirit lived in that dead body ? 
But if know her he did, gone was the time 
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when he could hold intercourse with that long 
slighted^ and now bitterly avenged daughter. 

In vain she clung weeping around his neck, 
in vain she called on him to reply. He merely 
looked at her in the same vacant way, and said 
childishly, " Never mind.'' 

" But you know me — ^you know me, father ! " 
said BacheL 

Again, he looked at her vacantly, and still 
the only words he uttered were, " Never mind.'* 

" His mind is gone for ever," said the doc- 
tor. 

Bachel did not answer. She clasped her 
hands, and looked with wistful sadness on the 
old man's blank fiice. With a pang she felt 
and saw that now, indeed, her dream was over 
— that never, never upon earth, should she win 
that long hoped-for treasure— her father's love. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

In the grey of the morning, Bachel brought 
her father to the humble little home which he 
had voluntarily forsaken years before. 

Thomas Gray was not merely a paralyzed and 
helpless old man, he was also destitute. Little 
more than what sufficed to cover his current 
expenses did Bachel find in his dwelling ; his 
furniture was old and worthless ; .and the good- 
will of the business scarcely paid the arrears 
of rent. 

But the world rarely gives us credit for 
good motives. It was currently reported that 
Thomas Gray was a wealthy man, and that if 
Bachel Gray did not let him go to the work- 
house, she knew why. " As if she couldn't let 
him go, and keep his money too,'' indignantly 
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exclaiined Jane^ when she heard this slander ; 
and, as discretion was not Jane's virtue^ she 
repeated all to Rachel Gray. Poor Bachel 
coloured slightly. It seemed strange, and 
somewhat hard too, that her conduct should be 
judged thus. But the flush passed fiom her 
pale face, and the momentary emotion from her 
heart. " Let the world think and say what it 
likes/' she thought, " I need not, and I will not 
care." 

Not long after Bachel brought home her 
father, Jane left her. The time of her appren- 
ticeship was out; besides, she was going to 
marry. She showed more emotion on their 
parting, than might have been expected from 
her. 

" God bless you, Miss Gray," she said several 
times; "God bless you — ^you are a good one, 
whatever the world may think." 

The praise was qualified, and, perhaps, 
Bachel felt it to be so, for she smiled ; but she 
took it as Jane meant it — kindly. Amity and 
peace marked their separation. 
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Eachel now remained alone with her father 
and Mary. The young girl was not observant. 
She saw but a quiet woman^ and a helpless old 
man, with grey hair, and stem features blank of 
meaning, who sat the whole day long by the 
fireside, waited on by hia patient daughter. 
Sometimes, indeed, when Bachel Gray attended 
on her father with more than usual tenderness, 
when she lingered near his chair, looking wist- 
fully in his face, or with timid and tender hand 
gently smoothed away his whitened hair from 
his ru^ed brow, sometimes, then, Mary looked 
and wondered, and felt vaguely moved, but she 
was too childish to know why. 

And, indeed, the story of Eachel's life at 
this time cannot be told. It was beautiful; 
but its beauty was not of earth, and to earthly 
glance cannot be revealed. It lay, a divine 
secret, between her heart and God. 

This peace was not destined to last. Ba- 
chel and her &ther sat alone one morning in 
the parlour, when Mrs. Brown, who had found 
the street door ajar, burst in without preliminary 
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warning. She was scarlet, and looked in a 
towering passion. 

^' You audacious creatur/' she screamed ; 
" you audacious hussey^ how dare you bring that 
man in this house — ^in my house 1 How daie 
you?" 

" He is my father/' said Bachel, confounded, 
both at the accusation, and at the unexpected 
appearance of Mrs. Brown. 

The reply exasperated Mrs. Brown. She had 
never felt any extraordinary friendship or affec- 
tion for her deceased cousin; but she had 
always entertained a veiy acute sense of her 
cousin's wrongs, and had accordingly honoured 
Thomas Gray with no small share of hatred 
and vituperation, and that Bachel should not feel 
as she did on the subject, or should presume to 
remember that the sinner was her father, was, 
in Mrs. Brown's eyes, an offence of the deepest 
dye. She gave her feelings free vent. She was 
a vulgar woman, and had a flow of vulgar elo* 
quence at her command. She overwhelmed 
Bachel and Thomas Gray with sarcasm, scorn. 
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and abuse^ and Bachel answered not one word^ 
but heard her out^ still as a statue^ and pale as 
death. Mrs. Brown, too, was pale, but it was 
with wrath. 

" Do you know,'' she added, trembling from 
head to foot with that passion, " do you know 
that I could turn you out on the streets, you 
and your beggarly father — do you know that ? '' 

Rachel did know it, and groaned inwardly. 
Mrs. Brown saw her agony, and triumphed in the 
consciousness of her own power. But the very 
violence of her anger had by this time exhaust- 
ed it ; she felt much calmer, and took a more 
rational view of things. 

^^ I am a feol to mind what a simpleton like 
you does,'' observed Mrs.. Brown, with that dis- 
regard of politeness which was one of her at- 
tributes ; " for, being a simpleton, how can you 
but do the acts of a simpleton ? As to bring- 
ing your father here, you must have been mad 
to think of it ; for, if you can't support your- 
self, how can you support him ? However, it's 
lucky I'm come in time to set all to rights. 

10 
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Wliat's his parish ? Maiylebone, ainH it ? I 
shall see ihe overseer this very day, and manage 
that for you ; and ifs just as well,'' added Mis. 
Brown, divesting herself of bonnet and shawl, 
and proceeding to make herself at home, '' that 
you didn't meddle in it — a pretty mess you'd 
have made of it, 111 be bound. Well I and 
what do you stand dreaming there for ? Malce 
me a cup of tea — ^will you ? I am just ready to 
drop with it alL'' As a proof of her assertion, 
she sank on the chair next her, took out her 
pocket-handkerchief, and began fieuming herself 
But, instead of complying with Mrs. Brown's 
orders, Bachel Gray stood before that lady 
motionless and pale. She looked her in the face 
steadily, and in a firm, clear voice, she deliber- 
ately said : 

" Mrs. Brown, my &ther shall never, whilst 
I live, go to a workhouse.'' 

" What 1 " screamed Mrs. Brown. 

*^ I say," repeated Rachel, " that my father 
shall never, whilst God gives his daughter life, 
go to a workhouse.'' 
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Mrs. Brown was confounded — ^then she 
langhed derisively. 

^^ Nonsense^ Bachel/' she said^ ^^ nonsense. 
Why, I can turn you out, this very instant." 

But the threat fell harmless. Bachel was 
strong in that hour ; her cheek had colour, her 
eye had light, her heart had courage. She 
looked at the helpless old man, who had drawn 
this storm pn her head, then at Mrs. Brown, 
and calmly laying her hand on the shoulder of 
Thomas Gray, she again looked in Mrs. Brown's 
&ce, and silently smiled. Her choice was made 
— ^her resolve was taken. 

"Will you send him to the workhouse, or 
not ? '* imperatively cried Mrs. Brown. 

" No," deliberately replied BacheL 

" Oh 1 very well, ma'am, very well," echoed 
Mrs. Brown, laughing bitterly ; "please your- 
self—pray please yourself. So, that is my 
reward for saving you from beggary, is it ? 
Very well, ma'am ; you and your father may 
pack off together— that's all." 

" Be it so," rather solemnly replied Bachel, 
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^^be it BO. Wliat I leave in this house will^ I 
tnist, cancel the debt I owe yon. Father/' she 
added, stooping towards him, ^'lean on my 
shoulder, and get up. We must go.'' 

With apathy Thomas Gray had heard all 
that had passed, and with apathy, he trembling 
rose, and complied with Bachers intimation, 
and looking in her face, he uttered his usual 
childish : " Never mind." 

But before they reached the door, Mrs. 
Brown, to the surprise and dismay of Bachel, 
went into violent hysterics. She was an over- 
bearing and ill-tempered woman, but her heart 
was not wholly unkind; and on seeing that 
Bachel so readily took her at her word, she was 
overwhelmed with mingled rage and shame. 
Hastily making her father sit down on the 
nearest chair, Bachel ran to Mrs. Brown's assist- 
ance. A fit of weeping and bitter reproaches 
followed the hysterics ; and Bachel was convict- 
ed of being the most ungrateful creature on 
the face of the earth. In vain Bachel attempted 
a justification ; Mrs. Brown drowned her in a 
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torrent of speech^ and remained the most in- 
jured of women. 

The scene ended as such scenes ever end. 
There was a compromise ; the victim made 
every concession, and the triumphant tyrant 
gained more than her point. In short, that her 
father might not want the shelter of a roof, 
Rachel agreed to remain in the house, and Mrs. 
Brown kindly agreed to come and live in it, and 
use Bachel as her servant and domestic slave, 
by which Mrs. Brown, besides keeping her firm 
hold on Bachel — ^no slight consideration with 
one who loved power beyond everything else — 
effected a considerable saving in her income. 

" Oh 1 my father— my fether 1 " thought 
Bachel, as she bent over his chair that night, 
and tears, which he felt not, dropped on his 
gray hair, "httle do you know what I shall 
have to bear for your sake.'' 

She did not speak aloud, yet he seemed 
vaguely conscious that something lay on her 
mind ; for he shook his head, and uttered his 
eternal " Never mind, never mind 1 " 
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"And I will not mind — so help me Qt)d I " 
fervently answered Bachel aloud. 

And she did not mind ; but alas ! what now 
was her &te ? Ask it not. She had made her 
sacrifice in the spirit of utter abnegation, and 
none need count the cost which she never reck- 
oned. 



CHAPTER XV. 

The same cloud of trouble and sorrow that 
now darkened the daily life of Rachel Gray, 
soon gathered over her neighbours and firiends. 
With boding and pain, she watched the coming 
of a calamity, to them still invisible. 

Mr. Jones got up one morning, and felt 
exactly as usual He took down his shutters, 
and no presentiment warned him of the sight 
that was going to greet his eyes. 

The Tea-pot stood at the comer of a street 
which had naturally another comer facing it ; 
that comer — let it be angle, if you like, 
critical Reader — ^had, from time immemorial, 
been in the possession of a brown, tottering, 
untenanted house, whose broken parlour win- 
dows Mr. Jones had always seen filled with 
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blank oak shatters, strong enough for secuiitj 
and closing within. 

But now, to his dismay, he saw half-a- 
dozen workmen pulling down the bottom of 
the house, and leaving the top untouched. 
His heart gave a great thump in his bosom. 

"Fm a lost man," he thought, "they're 
making a shop of it/' 

And so they were, but what sort of a shop 
was it to be ? That was the question. Jones 
lost no time ; he put down his shutter, thrust 
his hands in his pocket — his usual resource 
when he wanted to look unconcerned — sauntered 
awhile down the street, talked to some children, 
and finally came back to the workmen. 

^^ Pulling it down,'' he said, after looking 
at them for awhile, " an old rubbishing con- 
cern — aint it ? " 

"Pulling it downl" echoed one of the 
workmen, giving him a contemptuous look, 
" much you know about it." 

" Well, but what isit to be ? " asked Jones, 
looking as simple as he could, " stables ? " 
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^^ Stables 1 a shop, stupid 1" 

^^ Oh ! a shop 1 Ah ! it's to be a shop, is 
it ? And what sort of a shop— public-house ? 
We want one/' 

^^ Better ask Mr. Smithson ; the house is 
his/' 

" Oh 1 it's Mr. Smithson's, is it ? " 

Jones walked away much relieved. 

Mr. Smithson had long talked of removing 
himself and his earthenware to some larger 
tenement than that which he now occupied ; a 
pleasant neighbour he was not ; but anything 
was better than the fear which had for a 
moment seized the heart of Bichard Jones. 

The workmen did not linger over their task, 
indeed, Mr. Smithson took care that they should 
not. Night and morning, the whole day long, 
Jones saw him after them; he watched him 
through the pots of Scotch marmalade that 
decorated the front of his shop window, and 
internally admired the indefatigable zeal Mr. 
Smithson displayed. Humbly, too, he con- 
trasted it with his own deficiencieB in that 

10* 



i 



226 BACHEL QRAT. 



*\ 



respect. " I ain't got no spirit, that's the fiict 
of it/' confessed Mr. Jones in Us own heart. 
j^! In a comparatively 'Short space of time, 

the bricklayers had done their task; they 
were succeeded by the carpenters, who proved 
as zealous and as active. And now fear and 
trembling once more seized the heart of Bichard 
Jones. What were those busy carpenters 
about ? why were they fiaibricating shelves and 
drawers? drawers of every size, some small, 
some large, just such drawers as he had in his 
shop ? He questioned one of their body : 
what was to be sold in that shop— <lid he 
know? The man could not tell, but rather 
fsmcied it was to be an oil and colour shop. 
Then it was not to be Mr. Smithson's own ? 
Oh, no, certainly 1 

Jones walked away, a prey to the most 
tormenting anxiety. Was the man right — 
was he wrong ? had he spoken the truth ? 
had he deceived him ? Was he, Jones, now 
that his business was really improving, was 
he threatened with a rival ? Or was this but 
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a false alann, the pliantom of his fears ? what 
would he not have given to think so? His 
case was the more distressing^ that he dared 
unburthen his mind to none, to Mary least of 
any. She, poor little thing, far from sharing 
her father's fears, rejoiced in the prospect of a 
new shop. 

" It'll make the street quite gay," she said 
to her father, " especially if it's a linen-draper's* 
I wonder if they'll have pretty bonnets." 

She tried to obtain information on this 
interesting point, but failed completely. Sus- 
pense is worse than the worst reality. Eichard 
Jones lost appetite and sleep. Slumber, when 
it came, was accompanied by such fearful 
nightmare, that waking thoughts, though 
bitter, were not, at least, so terrible. He 
could not forget the opposite shop ; in the 
first place, because he saw it every morning 
with his bodily eyes ; in the second, because 
it ever haunted that inward eye called by 
Wordsworth " the bliss of solitude," How fer 
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it proved a bliss to Bichard Jones, tbe reader 
may imagine. 

All this time the shop had been progressiDg, 
and now bricklayer, carpenter, glazier, and 
decorator having done their work, it was 
completed and ready for its tenant, who, how- 
ever, seemed in no hurry to appear. This 
proved the worst time for Bichard Jones« To 
look at that shop all the day long, and not to 
be able to make anything of it ; to wonder 
whether it were a friend or an enemy ; whether 
it would give new lustre to the street on which 
he had cast his fortunes, or blast those for- 
tunes in their very birth, was surely no ordinary 
trial Well might he grow thin, haggard^ 
and worn. 

At length, the crisis came. At the dose 
of November, a dread rumour reached his ears. 
The shop was to be a grocer's shop, and it was 
to open a week before Christmas. 

That same evening, Mary came home cry- 
ing, and much agitated. Mrs. Brown, with 
her usual kindness, had given information. 
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"Oh, father 1" she exckimed, "Mrs. 
Brown says it's to be a grocer's shop/' 

" So I have heard to-day/' he replied, a 
little gloomily. "Never mind, child," he 
added, attempting to cheer up, and 'a rueful 
attempt it turned out, " never mind, I dare- 
say there's room for two." 

He said it, but he knew it was not true , 
he knew there was room but for one, and that 
if two came, why, either both must perish 
after a fierce contest, or one survive and 
triumph over the ruin of the other's all. He 
knew it, and groaned at the thought. 

" I wish you wouldn't, &ther," said Mary, 
again beginning to cry. 

"Mary, my pet, I can't help it," said 
Jones, fidrly giving way to feelings too long 
repressed; "there aint room for two, that's 
the plain truth of it, and if another grocer 
comes, why, he must ruin me, or I must 
ruin him ; and that aint pleasant to think of, 
is it?" 

Maiy was not without spirit. 



230 BAOHXL GBAY. 

" Father/' she cried resolutely^ " if it's to 
be, why, it's to be, and it can't be helped ; 
but I wouldn't give in without trying to get 
the upper hand, that I wouldn't." 

Her £9ither shook his head disconsolately. 

" Chfld," he said, " it's like setting an old 
horse against a mettlesome young one. That 
new fellow has got every advantage. Look at 
his shop, then look* at mine ; why, his is 
twice as big again. Look at his fix>nt — all 
plate glass ; look at his counters — all polished 
oakl" 

" Well, and can't you get the shop— our 
shop — done up too ? " ambitiously asked Mary. 
" There's time yet." 

" Why yes, there is — ^but the money, Mary 
dearl" 

" Never mind the money." 

" No more I would, my pet, if I had got 
it ; but you see, the one pound ten a week 
hasn't kept up ; and those things cost a 
precious deal." 

Mary reflected a while. " S'pose," she 
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suggested^ ^^ you got in a fresh stock of jams 
in glass jars, for the front window/' 

' ' And what shall we do with the old ? " 

"Eat them. And s'pose you add a few 
pots of pickles ? " 

" Pickles 1 " echoed Jones, looking doubtfuL 

" And s'pose,'' continued Mary, " you add 
macaroni, and sauces, and set up as a superior 
grocer." 

Jones scratched his head. 

" Law, child 1 " he said, " this aint a stylish 
neighbourhood — and who'll buy my macaroni 
and my sauces ? '* - 

"Why, no one, of course,*' superciliously 
replied Mary. "It's not to sell them, you 
want them ; it's for the look of the thing — to 
be a superior grocer, you know." 

The words " superior grocer," gently tickled 
secret ambition. Mr. Bichard Jones seriously 
promised his daughter to think about it. 

Mary had other thoughts, which she did 
not communicate to her father ; and of these 
thoughts, the chief was to find out what had 
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become of Mr. Saunders, and return to the old 
plan of enticing him into partnership. She 
was so full of this project, that, partly to get 
assistance, partly to take a little consequence 
on herself, she imparted it, under the strictest 
secrecy, to Bachel Gray ; and at the close, she 
pretty clearly hinted, that if Mr. Joseph 
Saunders behaved well, he might, in time, 
aspire to the honour of her hand. 

Bachel heard her silently, and looked very 
tmcomfbrtable. 

, " My dear," she said, hesitatingly, '' you 
must not think of anything of the kind ; 
indeed you must not." 

"And why shouldn't I?" tartly asked 
Mary, with a saucy toss of the head. 

" Because, my dear," said Bachel, gently 
and sadly, " Jane is going to marry that Mr. 
Saunders, who is cousin to Mr. Smithson, 
who is putting him in the new grocer's shop." 

For a moment, Mary remained stimned ; 
then she burst into tears. 

"He's a mean, sneaking fellow I that's 
what he is 1 " she cried. 
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" Oh, my dear — ^my dear 1 " gently said 
Bachel, ^^ will you not take Bomething from the 
hand of God 1 We have all our lot to bear/' 
she added, with a half sigh. 

But gently though Bachel spoke, Mary 
looked more rebellious than submissive. 

" He's a mean — " she began again ; the 
entrance of Mrs. Brown interrupted her. 

Mrs. Brown was in a very ill humour. At 
first, she had behaved pretty decently to Bachel 
and her father ; but of late, she had given free 
vent to her natural disposition; and it was 
not, we have no need to say, an amiable one. 
On the present occasion, she had, moreover^ 
additional cause for dissatis&ction. 

^^And so,'' she exclaimed, slamming the 
door, and irefully addressing Bachel, '' and so 
your beggarly father has been and broke my 
china cup 1 Eh, ma'am 1 " 

Bachel turned pale, on hearing of this new 
disaster. 

" Indeed, Mrs. Brown — ^" she began. 

^^ Don't Mrs. Brown me," was the indignant 
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rejoinder. ''I tell you, I have never had a 
moment's peace, ease, and quiet, and never 
shall have — since you and your beggarly &ther 
entered this house." 

For, by a strange perversion of ideas, Mrs. 
Brown persisted in asserting and thinking that 
it was Bachel and her father who had entered 
the house, and not she. And this, Bachel 
might have said ; and she might have added 
that to bear daily reproaches and insults, 
formed no part of her agreement with Mrs. 
Brown. She might — but where would the 
use have been ? She was free to depart any 
day she liked ; and since she preferred to stay^ 
why not bear it all patiently ? And so she 
remained silent, whilst Mrs. Brown scolded and 
railed ; for, as she had said to Maiy, ^^ we have 
all our lot to bear." 

The lesson was lost on the young girL No 
sooner was Mrs. Brown's back turned, than 
again Mary abused Mr. Saunders, Jane, Mr. 
Smithson and the new shop collectively, until 
she could go home to her fitther's. He already 
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knew all, and gloomily exclaimed, " that it was 
no more than he expected ; that it was all of a 
piece ; and that there was neither honesty, 
gratitude, nor goodness left in this wicked 
world." 

From which comprehensive remark we can 
clearly see that Mr. Jones is turning misan- 
thropic. And yet the matter was very simple 
— an every-day occurrence. Smithson had 
seen that he might find it profitable to cut 
the ground under Jones's feet. Why should 
he not do it ? Is not profit the object of 
commerce ? and is not competition the fairest 
way of securing profit ? 



CHAPTER XVI. 

The reader may easily imagine Jane and 
Joseph Saunders married. It was an old en- 
gagement. Imagine them, too, returned from 
their wedding tour to Gravesend. It is even- 
ing ; and on the next morning, ^^ The two 
Tea-pots" is to open. 

Bichard Jones spent a sleepless night, and 
took down his shutters as soon as a gray, dull 
light entered the street. It availed little ; 
only a dirty child came in for a pennyworth of ' 
brown sugar. It was half-past eight when 
Saunders opened his shop ; and just about that 
time a chill, drizzling rain began to faU. 

The morning was miserable, and only a few 
wretched figures flitted about the wet street. 
No one entered the " Tea-pot ; " but then 
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not a soul either crossed the threshold of the 
rival shop. 

And thus the dull morning wore on until 
the church clock struck ten. A sprinkling of 
customers then entered the shop of Bichard 
Jones. They were one and all mightily indig- 
nant at the impudence of the opposite shop in 
coming there — a lady in a large, black, shabby 
straw bonnet in particular. 

"Ay, ay, you may flare away — ^you may 
flare away," she added, knowingly wagging her 
head at it, " you'll have none of my custom, I 
can tell you. An oimce of your four shilling 
best, Mr. Jcmes, if you please ? " 

" Coming, ma'am, di-rectly," was the 
prompt reply. 

"I never heard anythink like it — ^never,'' 
observed another lady, with solemn indigna- 
tion, " Did the low fellow think we wanted 
his shop 1 " 

An indignant " no,'' was chorused aroimd. 

Bichard Jones's heart swelled, and his 
throat too. He was much moved. 
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^' Gentlemen/' he b^an, ^' no, ladies, I 
mean — ^ladies, I have always done my duty 
since I was a boy, and, with the help of Grod, 
I mean to do my duty till I die/' Pause and 
approving munnur. ''And, ladies, I am no 
speech-maker — all I say is this : Otod forgive 
that villain opposite 1 You know the story. 
Ill not trouble you with repeating it. All 
I say is this : ladies, if my customers 11 stand 
by me, Pll stand by my customers — ^I'll stand 
by my customers 1 " he repeated, looking 
round the shop with a triumphant eye, and 
giving the counter a hearty thump with his 
fist ; and, poor fellow, you may be sure that 
he did mean to stand by his customers. 

The oration proved very successful; alto- 
gether, the day was successful. The two 
Tea-pots remained vacant; the Tea-pot was 
thronged. All Jones's liege subjects were 
anxious to prove their loyalfcy; and though, 
when the gas was lit, Jones could discern a few 
dark figures within his rival's shop, Jones did 
not care. He felt certain they were but some 
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of the low creatures from the alley, and he did 
not care. 

The second day resembled the first, and 
the third resembled the second. Jones felt 
quite satisfied ^^ that it was all right/' until 
he cast up his accoimts at the end of the 
week. To his surprise, he found that his 
expenditure was barely covered, and that, 
somehow or other, his gains had considerably 
lessened. He reckoned over and over, and still 
he came to the same result. " Well, 'taint of 
much consequence for one week," he thought, 
a little impatiently, and he put the books by. 

" What's the matter, father ? " asked Mary, 
looking up into his overcast face. 

"What's the matter 1" he echoed cheer- 
fully ; " why, the matter is, that you are a 
saucy puss — that's what's the matter," and he 
chucked her chih, and Mary laughed. 

But the next week's examination revealed 
a still deeper gap. Jones scratched his head, 
and pulled a long face. I^ was not that he 
minded the loss, for it was a trifling one after 
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all ; but lie had a secret dread, and it stood in 
the background of his thoughts, like a ghost in 
a dark room, haunting him. Could it be— -was 
it possible — that his customers were playing 
him fidse — ^that they were deserting him — ^and 
he began to think and think, and to remember, 
how many pennyworths of this, and of that, he 
had sold to the children, and how few shillings 
worth he had sold to the mothers. 

"Well, father, and how's this week?" 
asked Mary. 

Jones rubbed his chin, and looked at her 
fairly perplexed — ^his wit was none of the 
brightest — as to how he might best elude the 
question. 

" How's this week," he echoed ; " well, 
this week is like last week to be sure. I 
wonder how that fellow Saunders is a getting 
on." 

" Law 1 father, don't mind him," said 
Mary. "He's low, that's what he is — ^he's 
low." 

Impossible for us to translate the scorn 
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with which Miss Mary Jones spoke. It im- 
pressed her father. " Spirited little thing," 
he thought, and he drew her fondly towards 
him, and kissed her, and Mary fortunately 
forgot her question. 

Week after week passed, and what had 
been a speck on the horizon, became a dark 
and threatening cloud. Bichard Jones could 
not shut his eyes to the truth that his custo- 
mers were deserting him. Even Mary per- 
ceived it, and spoke uneasily on the subject, 
of which her father at once made light. 

" It's business, child,'' he said, " and busi- 
ness is all ups and downs ; I have had the ups, 
and the downs I must have." Spite this phi- 
losophic reflection, Mr. Jones could not help 
thinking he had rather more than his share 
of the downs. He was embittered, too, by 
daily perceiving the defection of some staunch 
customer. That lady in the large, shabby, 
black straw bonnet, who had so spiritedly 
told " The two Tea-pots " to flare away on the 
day of its opening, was one of the first who 
11 
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forsook the ^* Tea-pot'' for its ihraL Many 
followed her perfidious example; but Mr. 
Jones did not feel fairly cut up, until he one 
evening distinctly saw Bachel Gray walk out 
of the opposite shop. The stab of Brutus 
was nothing to Caesar in comparison with this 
blow to Bichard Jones. 

And he was thinking it over the next 
morning, and stood behind his counter break- 
ing sugar rather gloomily, when Bachel her- 
self appeared. Mr. Jones received her very 
coldly. 

She asked for a pound of sugar. 

" And no tea ? " he said, pointedly, 

" None to-day," quietly replied Bachel ; 
but she saw that he knew all, and she was too 
sincere to feign ignorance. ^^Mr. Jones,'' sihe 
said, somewhat sadly, ^^ I must go where I am 
told, and do as I am bid ; but, indeed, why do 
you not keep better tea ? " 

" Better tea 1 better tea 1 " echoed Mr. 
Jones, in some indignation. 

" Yes," quietly said Bachel, " better tea." 
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Mr. Jones smiled an injured smile, and 
rather sarcastically replied : 

" Miss Gray, if you prefer that fellow's tea 
to mine, you're welcome to leave your money to 
him, and not to me. 'Taint because my 
daughter is prenticed to you that I expect 
nothink from you. Miss. All I say is this: 
don't go there at night. Miss Gray, and buy 
your tea, and then come here in the morning 
and buy your sugar. That's not giving a man 
your custom, you know it aint. . Don't do it ; 
no offence meant, but I'm like you. Miss Gray, 
plain spoken, you see." 

And he resumed the breaking of his sugar. 

" I prefer," sadly said Rachel, " when you 
know, Mr. Jones, that I am no one now, but 
must go by the will of another — ^indeed, you 
wrong me ! " 

Jones knew he did ; but misfortune makes 
men wilfiiUy unjust. 

" Don't mention it," he interrupted, " la- 
dies like new faces, and he's a young fellow, 
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and I am an old one, and so there's an end 
of it/' 

Poor Bachel looked much pained. To be 
blamed by every one seemed her lot. 

^^ Indeed^ Mr. Jones/' she said, ^^I mnst 
do as Mrs. Brown bids me, and she says your 
four shilling black is not equal to his four, and, 
indeed, Mr. Jones, I am sorry to say, that 
others say so too." 

Mr. Jones did not reply one word ; he fell 
into a brown study; at the close of it he 
sighed, and looking up, said earnestly : 

" Miss Gray, let me have some of that tea, 
will you ? and I'll see myself what it's like." 

" Of course you will," said Kachel, bright- 
ening, "you shall have it directly — directly, 
Mr. Jones." 

And without loss of time she hastened 
home, and almost inmiediately appeared again, 
bringing him the tea herself, and earnestly 
declaring that she was sure he had only to 
taste it, to set all right, to which Jones 
answered not a word, but rather gloomily 
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thanked lier for the' trouble she had taken. 
When he was once more alone, he smelt the 
tea, shook his head and frowned ; then he put 
it away until evening came round, when he 
gave it to Mary, and without further explana- 
tion, simply told her that was the tea they 
were going to have this evening. Unconscious 
Mary made the tea. 

" La ! father,'' she exclaimed, as she poured 
the boiling water upon it, " what beautifdl tea 
you've got ; it's quite fragrant." 

" Is it ? " he echoed, faintly. 

" Why, of course it is," she said, pettishly, 
^^I am sure that fellow opposite aint got 
nothink like it." 

Bichard Jones leaned his brow on his hand, 
and checked a groan. But when the tea was 
drawn, when it was poured out, when he raised 
the cup to his lips and tasted it, the man's 
courage forsook him ; he put down the cup, and 
cried like a child. 

"Father! father!" exclaimed Mary, 
frightened and bewildered. 
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" Oh 1 my darling 1 " he cried, " we're 
mined — ^we're lost ! — ^that tea is Joseph Saun- 
ders's tea ; and he gives it for four shillings, 
and it's hotter than my five. And I can't give 
it, nor I can't get it neither/' he added, 
despairingly ; " for I have not got credit, and 
little cash ; and I buy dear, and dear I must 
sell, or starve!" 

Of this speech, all Mary understood, was 
'that the tea she had been making was tea from 
Mr. Saunders's shop. She deliberately rose, 
poured the contents of the tea-pot on the ashes 
in the hearth ; the contents of her own tea-cup, 
then of her father's quickly followed ; then she 
sat down, folded her arms, and uttered a grim : 
" There ! I only wish I could serve him so," 
she added after a pause. 

But what Mary meant by this wish — ^to 
pour out JosepL Saunders like his own tea, 
seems rather a fantastic image, even for hate 
— ^the present writer does not venture to deter- 
mine. 

" It's all over ! " sadly said Jones ; " we 
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can't compete with him. Til shut up shop, 
and well go to some other neighbourhood, and 
Kve in our old way. After all, TU not be a 
richer nor a poorer man than before my cousin 
left me the sixty pound." 

" You aint got no spirit 1 " cried Mary, 
turning scarlet with anger. " Give in to that 
feUow ! — n have more spirit than that," she 
added with mighty scorn. 

Her father attempted to remonstrate ; but 
the wilful little thing would not listen to facts 
or to reason. She was sure Saunders could not 
keep up much longer — ^that she was. They 
had only to wait, and wear him out. 

Alas 1 it is very hard to tear out ambition 
and pride from the heart of man, rich or poor. 
In an evil hour, Kichard Jones yielded. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

And now, alas 1 fairly began the Tea-pot's 
downward course. Every effort of Bichaid 
Jones to rise, only made him sink the deeper. 
To use a worn out, though expressive phrase, 
he stirred heaven and earth to get better tea ; 
but the spell to conjure it forth was wanting. 
Jones had very correctly stated the case to his 
daughter — ^he had not credit ; he had little or 
no cash ; what he purchased in small quan- 
tities, he bought dear; and he sold as he 
bought. And thus, imable to compete with 
superior capital and energy, he declined day by 
day. 

But if he fell, it was not without a struggle. 
He turned desperate, and resorted to a desper- 
ate expedient ; he sold his goods at prime cost, 
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and left himself without profit. But Jones 
did not care ; all he wanted was to crush his 
opponent — ^that object accomplished, and he 
once more sole master of the field, he could 
make his own price, and gradually retrieve 
lost time, and heal the wounds received in the 
battle. 

Business requires a cool head ; competition 
has its limits, beyond which yawns the bottom- 
less pit of ruin. Jones lost his temper, and 
with it his judgment. Not satisfied with the 
faint change for the better, produced by the 
first measure, he impatiently resolved "to 
settle that Saunders," by a second and still 
bolder stroke. He filled his shop-windows * 
with placards, on which prices were marked, 
with notes of admiration. He pressed into his 
service a dozen of little boys, whose sole busi- 
ness was to slip bills under doors, and to throw 
them down areas, or to force them into the 
hands of unconscious passengers; and he 
crowned all these arts by selling under prime 
cost. 
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The customers could not resist this tender 
appeal to their feelings ; they came back on© 
and all — the Tea-pot once more was fiill — the 
two Tea-pots was deserted ; and Bichard Jones 
was triumphant. 

We profess no particular regard for Joseph 
Saunders ; but we cannot deny that he played 
his cruel game skilfully and welL He did not 
bring down his prices one farthing. Without 
emotion, he saw his shop forsaken — ^he knew 
his own strength ; he knew^ too^ the weakness 
of his enemy, 

" Oh 1 it's that dodge you are after/' he 
thought, thrusting his tongue in his cheek. 
^^ Well, then, it has beggared many a man be- 
fore you ; and we shall see how long you'll keep 
it up— that's aU." 

And to whosoever liked to hear, Saunders 
declared that Mr. Jones was selling at loss, and 
that he (Saunders) could not afford to do so ; 
and was sorry the old man would be so .ob- 
stinate. " Where was the use, when he could 
not go on?" 
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Nothing did Jones more harm that this as- 
sertion^ and the knowledge that it was a literal 
truth ; for though people worship cheapness, 
that goddess of modem commerce, it is only on 
condition that she shall be a reality, not a fic- 
tion ; that she shall rest on the solid basis of 
gains, howsoever small : not on the sand founda- 
tion of loss, that certain forerunner of failure. 
Jones could not, of course, long keep up the 
plan of selling imder cost ; he was obliged to 
give it up. With it, ceased his fallacious and 
momentary prosperity. 

" I thought so," soliloquized Saunders. 

Beader, if you think that we mean to cast 
a stone at the great shop, you are mistaken. 
We deal not with pitiless political economy, 
with its laws, with their workings. The great 
shop must prosper ; 'tis in the nature of 
things ; and the little shop must perish— 'tis 
in their nature too. We but lament this sad 
truth, that on God's earth, which God made 
for all, there should be so little room for the 
poor man; for his pride, his ambition, b's 
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desires, which he has in common with the 
rich man ; we but deplore what all, alas I 
know too well ; that the crown of creation, 
a soul, a man by God's Almighty mind, 
fashioned and called forth into being, by 
Christ's priceless blood purchased and re- 
deemed to Heaven, should be a thing of so 
little worth — ay, so much, so very much less 
worth than some money, in this strange world 
of ours. 

Few pitied Bichard Jones in his &11. His 
little ambition was remembered as a crime ; for 
success had not crowned it. His little vanities 
were so many deadly sins ; for gold did not 
hide or excuse them. To the dregs, the un- 
happy man drank the bitter draught which rises 
to the lips of the fellen, when they see the 
world deserting them to worship a rival A 
usurper had invaded his narrow realm, and 
crushed him ; his little story was a true page 
fix)m that great book of History, which we need 
not read to know how power decays, or to learn 
of man's fickleness, and fortune's frowns. Alas I 
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History, if we did but know it, lies around us, 
as mankind lives in the meanest wretch we 
meet, and perchance despise. 

It is a bitter thing to behold our own ruin ; 
it is a cruel thing to look on powerless and 
despairing ; and both now fell to the lot of 
Bichard Jones. He had ventured all and lost 
all. He was doomed — ^he knew it ; every one 
knew it. But alas ! the cup of his woes was 
not fulL 

Mary had always been delicate. One chiU 
evening she took cold ; a cough settled on her 
chest ; sometimes it seemed gone, then suddenly 
it returned again. *^She felt very well,'' she 
said ; and, strange to say, her &ther thought 
so too. Bachel was the first to see that some- 
thing was wrong. 

"Mary," she said to her one morning, 
"what ails you? Tour breath seems quite 
short/' 

" La 1 bless you. Miss," replied Mary, in 
her patronizing way, " I am all right." 

They were alone ; Bachel looked at the 
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young girl ; her eyes ^ttered ; her cheeks 
were red with a hectic flush ; her breathii^ was 
quick and oppressive. The eyes of Bachel 
filled with tears : she thought of her little dead 
sister in her grave. 

" Mary," she said, " do not work any more 
to-day — go home." 

Mary looked up in her &ce, and laughed — ! 

the gay laugh of an unconscious child, fearless j 

of death, 

*^ Why, Miss, you are crying 1 " she ex- 
claimed, amazed. 

^^ Am I?" said Bachel, trying to smile^ 
" never mind, Mary ; go home — or, rather, take 
this parcel to Mrs. Jameson, number three^ Al- 
bert Terrace. It is a fine day— the walk will 
do you good." 

Mary jumped up, charmed at the prospect. 
She tied her bonnet-strings before the looking- 
glass, and hummed the tune of " Meet me by 
moonlight alone." Mary was turned sixteen ; 
and vague ideas of romance sometimes flitted 
through her young brain. 
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When she was fairly gone, Eachel rose, laid 
her work by, put on her bonnet and shawl, and 
quietly slipped round to the Tea-pot : ostensibly 
she wanted to buy some tea : her real purpose 
was to call the attention of Mr. Jones to his 
daughter's state. 

But, strange to say, Bachel Gray could not 
make him understand her ; his mind was full 
of the two Tea-pots ; of the villany of that 
Saunders ; of the world's ingratitude ; of his 
misfortunes and his wrongs. 

" I dare say Mary feels it tod," put in 
BacheL 

" Of course she does. Miss Gray — of course 
she does. The child has feelings. And then 
you know, Miss Gray, if that fellow hadn't a 
come there, why, you know, we were getting on 
as well as could be." 

" I notice that she coughs," said Bachel. 

" Why, yes, poor child ; she canH get rid 
of that cough — she's growing, you see. And 
then, you see, that Saunders — '' 
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^^ And her breathing is so short/' intermpted 
Bachel. 

"Sure to be, on account of the cough. 
And, as I was saying, that Saunders — ** 

" But, Mr. Jones, don't you think you had 
better see a doctor ? " again interrupted Ra- 
chel 

" See a doctor 1 " exclaimed Jones, staring 
at her. " You don't mean to say my child is 
ill, Miss Gray?" 

" I don't think she is quite well, Mr. Jones/' 
replied Bachel, trembling as she said so. 

He sank down on his seat behind the coun- 
ter, pale as death. The obstinate cough, the 
short breathing, the hectic flush, all rushed 
back to his memory ; unseen, unheeded, till 
then, they now told him one fearful story. 
With trembling hand he wiped away the drops 
of cold perspiration from his forehead. 

" The doctor must see her directly," he said, 
" directly. I'll go and look for him, and youTl 
send her round. It's nothing — nothing at all, 
I am sure ; she's growing, you see. But still. 
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it must be attended to, you know — ^it must be 
attended to." 

A light laugh at the door interrupted him. 
He turned round, and saw Mary looking in at 
him and Eachel Gray, through the glass win- 
dows ; with another laugh, she vanished. Ea- 
chel went to the door, and called her back. 

" Mary, Mary, your feither wants you." 

The young girl came in ; and, for the first 
time, her father seemed to see the bright red 
spot that burned on her cheek, the unnatural 
brilliancy of her blue eyes, the painful shortness 
of her breath. A mist seemed to fall fix)m his 
eyes, and the dread truth to stand revealed 
before him ; but he did not speak, nor did 
Eachel ; Mary looked at them both, wondering. 

" Well, what ails you two, that you stare at 
me so,*' she said, pertly. " I am so hot," she 
added, after a while. " I think I shall stay at 
home, as you said, Miss Gray." 

She went into the back parlour, and sat down 
on the first chair she found at hand. Eachel 
Gray and her father followed her in. The poor 
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child, who, because she had felt no actual pain, 
had thought that she could not be ill, now, for 
the first time, felt that she was so. 

"What ails you, dear ? " softly asked Ra- 
chel, bending over her, as she saw her gradually 
turning pale. 

" La 1 bless you. Miss Gray, I am quite 
well— only I feel so feint like.'* 

And even as she spoke, her head sank on 
the bosom of Rachel — she had fainted. 

When Mary recovered to consciousness, she 
was lying on her bed, up stairs. Rachel stood 
by her pillow. At the foot of her bed, Mary 
caught sight of her fether's fece, ghastly pale. 
Between the two, she saw a strange gentleman, ' 
a doctor, who felt her pulse, put a few questions 
to her, wrote a prescription, and soon left. 

" I must go now,'' said Rachel, " but I shall 
come back this evening, and bring my work." 

Jones did not heed her ; he looked stupified 
and like one bereft of sense, but Mary laughed 
and replied, "Oh! do Miss Gray, come and 
take tea with us.'' 
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Rachel promised that she would tiy^ kissed 
her and left. With great difficulty she obtained 
from Mrs. Brown the permission to return. 

They on whom the l^ht of this world shone 
not, were rarely in the favour of Mrs. Brown. 
And only on condition of being home early did 
she allow Bachel to depart. Before leaying, 
she went np to her father's chair ; he was not 
now quite so helpless as at first, and did not 
require her constant presence or assistance ; 
though he still did not know her. 

" I shall try and not be too long away," said 
Rachel in a low voice. 

"Never mind," he muttered, shaking his 
head, " never mind." 

" There's a precious old fool for you 1 " said 
Mrs. Brown laughing coarsely. 

A flush of pain crossed Rachel's cheek, but 
to have replied, would have been to draw down 
a storm on her head; she silently left the 
house. 

She found Mary feverish, restless, and full 
of projects. She would get up early the next 
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day, and make np for lost time. She remem- 
bered all the work she had to do, and which she 
had miaccomitahly neglected Her fether's 
shirts to mend, her own wardrobe to see to ; 
the next room to clean np, for a second lodger 
had never been found ; in short, to hear her, it 
seemed as if her life had only began, and that 
this was the day of its opening. In vain Ea- 
chel tried to check her soothingly ; Mary talked 
on, and was so animated and so merry, that her 
father, who came up every five minutes to see 
how she was, could not believe her so very ill as 
Miss Gray thought, or the Doctor had hinted. 
Indeed, when at nine Bachel had left, and he 
let her down stairs, he seemed quite relieved. 

"The child's only growing,'' he said to 
Bachel, "only growing; a little rest and a 
little medicine, and shell be all right again." 

But scarcely was Bachel out of the door, 
when she burst into tears. "My poor little 
Mary," she thought, "my poor little Mary ! " 



CHAPTEK XVIII. 

It was rather late when Bachel knocked 
timidly at the door. Mrs. Brown opened to 
her, and there was a storm on her brow. 

" Well, ma'am," she began ; " well, ma'am 1 " 

" Oh 1 pray do not — do not ! " imploringly 
exclaimed Bachel, clasping her hands. 

For her excessive patience had of late ren- 
dered Mrs. Brown's violent temper wholly im- 
govemable. Irritated by the very meekness 
which met her wrath, she had, with the instinct 
of aggression, found the only vulnerable point 
of Bachel — ^her father. This was, indeed, the 
heel of Achilles. All the shafts of the enemy's 
railing that fell harmless on the childish old 
man, rebounded on his daughter with double 
force : deep and keen they sank in her heart, 
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and eveiy one inflicted its wonnd. And thus it 
was that Bachel had learned to look with terroi 
to Mrs. Brown's wrath — ^that she now shranir 
from it with fear and trembling, and implored 
for mercy. 

But there is no arguing with ill-temper. 
Mrs. Brown would neither give mercy, nor hear 
reason. Had she not lent twenty pound three 
and six to Bachel ? Was not Bachel beholden 
to her for food, shelter, chemist's bill, and phy- 
sician's fees? and should not, therefore, her 
will be Bachel's law, and her pleasure be 
Bachel's pleasure ? 

Poor Bachel, her patience was great, but 
now she felt as if it must fail ; as if she could 
not, even for the sake of a roofs shelter, endure 
more from one to whom no tie of love or regard 
bound her — ^nothing but the burdening sense 
of an obligation which she had not sought, and 
for which she had already paid so dearly. She 
clasped her thin hands — she looked with her 
mild brown eyes in the face of her tormentor, 
and her lips quivered with the intensity of the 
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feelings that moved her to reply, and repel insult 
and contumely, and with the strength of will 
that kept her silent. 

At length Mrs. Brown grew tired, for her 
ill-temper had this quality — it was vehement, 
not slow and irritating ; the infliction ceased — 
Bachel remained alone. 

Mrs. Brown had taken possession of the 
room that had once been BacheFs. Thomas 
Gray slept in the back parlour ; and in order to 
reniain within reach of aid, Bachel slept on the 
floor of the front room. In this room it was 
that Mrs. Brown had left her. Softly Bachel 
went and opened the door of her father's room ; 
it was dark and quiet ; but in its stillne^ss, she 
heard his regular breathing — he slept, and little 
did he know how much that calm sleep of his 
cost his daughter. She closed the door, and 
sat down in her own room ; but she thought 
not of sleep; the tempter was with her in that 
hour. Her heart was ftill of bitterness — ^ftill 
even to overflowing. On a dark and dreary sea, 
her lot seemed cast ; she saw not the guiding 
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star of faith over her head. She saw not before 
her the haven of blessed peace. 

The words " Thy will be done/' fell fiom 
her lips ; they were not in her heart. Nothing 
was there, nothing but wonnded pride, resent- 
ment, and the sense of unmerited wrong. 

In vain, thinking of her tyrant, Bachel said 
to herself, ^^I forgive that woman — ^I forgive 
her freely/' She felt that she did not ; that 
anger against this pitiless tormentor of her life 
smouldered in her heart like the red coal living 
beneath pale ashes ; and Bachel was startled, 
and justly, to feel that so strange and tinusnal 
an emotion, anger against another, had found 
place in her bosom, and that though she bade 
it go, it stayed, and would not depart 

To be gentle is not to be passionless. The 
spirit of Bachel had been early subdued, too 
much subdued for her happiness ; but it was 
too noble ever to have been quenched. It still 
burned within her, a flame pure and £ree, 
though invisible. But now, alas I the vapours 
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of earthly passion dimmed its brightness : and 
it was darkened with human wrath. 

Through such moments of temptation and 
trial aU have passed ; and then it is^ indeed, 
when we are not blinded by pride, that we feel 
our miserable weakness, a weakness for which 
there is but one remedy, but then it is a divine 
one — ^the strength of God. 

That strength Rachel now invoked. De 
ProfundiSj from the depths of her sorrow she 
cried out to the Lord, not that her burden 
might grow less, but that her strength to bear 
it, to endure, and forgive, might increase even 
with it. And strength was granted tmto her. 
It came, not at once, not like the living waters 
that flowed from the arid rock, when the pro- 
phet spoke, but slowly, like the heavenly manna 
that fell softly in the silence of the night, and 
was gathered ere the sun rose above the desert. 

Rachel felt— oh, pure and blessed feeling ! 
— that her heart was free from bitterness and 
gall ; that she could forgive the offender, to 
seventy times seven ; that she could pray foy 
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her— not with the lip-prayer of the self-right- 
eous-Pharisee^ but with the heartfelt oiisons of 
the poor, sinning, and penitent publican ; and 
again and again, and until the tears flowed 
down her cheek, she blessed God, the sole 
Giver of so mighty and superhuman a grace. 

And well it was for Bachel Gray, that she 
forgave her enemy that night. Well it was, 
indeed, that the next sun beheld not her wrath. 
Before that sun rose, the poor, erring woman 
had given in her account of every deed, and 
every word uttered in the heat of anger : — 
Mrs. Brown had gone to her room strong and 
well. She was found dead and cold in her bed 
the next morning. 

A coroner's inquest was held, and a verdict 
of " sudden death" recorded. And a will, too, 
was found in a tea-caddy, by which Mrs. Brown 
formally bequeathed aU her property to Bachel 
Gray, " as a proof," said the wiD, " of her ad- 
miration and respect." 

On hearing the words, Bachel burst into 
tears, 
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" Thank God ! that I forgaw her !'' she ex- 
claimed, "thank God!" 

Well indeed might she thank the Divine 
bestower of all forgiveness. The legacy was 
not after all a large one. Mrs. Brown's annuity- 
died with her ; she left little more money than 
buried her decently; the ground lease of the 
house in which she had originally resided was 
almost out, and the bequest was in reality 
limited to the present abode of Rachel ; but in- 
valuable to her indeed, was the shelter of that 
humble home, now her own for ever. 

And when all was over; when the grave 
had closed on one, who not being at peace her- 
self, could not give peace to others, when Rachel 
and her fether remained alone in the little 
house, now hushed and silenced from all rude 
and jarring sounds, safe from all tyrannical in- 
terference, Rachel felt, with secret thankfulness, 
that if her lot was not happy, according to hu- 
man weakness, it was blest with peace and 
quiet, and all the good that from them spring. 
If a cloud still lingered over it, it was only be- 
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cause, looking at her father, she remembered 
the unfulfilled desire of her heart ; and if on 
days otherwise now marked with peace, there 
sometimes fell the darkness of a passing shadow, 
it was only when she saw and felt too keenly 
the sorrows of others. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

EiCHARD Jones still hoped : " Mary was so 
young ! " He would hope. But it was not to 
be ; he had but tasted the cup of his sorrows ; 
to the dregs was he to drink it ; the eartUy 
idol on which he had set his heart was to be 
snatched from him ; he was to waken one day 
to the bitter knowledge : " there is no hope 1" 

How he felt we know not, and cannot teU : 
none have a right to describe that grief save 
they who have passed through it ; we dare not 
unveil the father's heart : we deal but with the 
external aspect of things, and sad and bitter 
enough it was. 

In a silent shop, where the sugar seemed to 
shrink away in the casks, where the tea-chests 
looked hollow, where dust gathered on the 
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counter, on the shelves, in the comers^ every- 
where ; where all looked blasted and withered 
by the deadly upas tree opposite, you might 
have seen a haggard man who stood there day 
after day, waiting for customers that came not, 
and who £rom behind his shop windows drearily 
watched the opposite shop, always full ; thriv- 
ing, &ttening on his ruin ; or who, sadder sight 
to his eyes and heart, looked at the little back 
parlour, where, on her sick bed, his dying 
daughter lay. 

Mary, as her illness drew towards its close, 
became fanciful, she insisted on having her bed 
brought down to the back parlour, and would 
leave her door open, "in order to mind the 
shop,'' she said. If anything could hasten her 
father's ruin, this did it: the few customers 
whom he had left, gradually dropped off, scared 
away by that sick girl, looking at them with 
her eager, glittering eyes. 

He sat by her one evening in a sad and 
very bitter mood. She was iU, very iU, and 

for three days not a soul had crossed the \ 
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threshold of his shop. His love and his am- 
bition were passing away together from his Ufe. 

" Father/' querulously said Mary, " why did 
you shut the shop so early?" For since her 
illness the young girl's mind was always run- 
ning on the shop. 

"Where's the use of leaving it open?" 
huskily answered Jones, "unless it's to see 
them all going to the two Tea-pots opposite." 

" WeU, but I wish you had not," she re- 
sumed, " it looks so dull and so dark." 

It is very likely that to please her, Bichard 
Jones would have gone and taken the shutters 
down ; but for a knock at the private door. 

" There's Miss Gray," said Mary, her face 
lighting. 

Bichard Jones went and opened it ; it was 
Bachel Gray. The light of the candle which 
he held fell full on his face ; Bachel was struck 
with its haggard expression. 

"You do not look weU, Mr. Jones," she 
said. 

" Don't I, Miss Gray," he replied, with a 
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dreaiy smile, ^^ well, tliat's a wonder I Look 
here ! " he added, leading her into the shop 
where his taUow candle shed but a dim, dull 
light, "look here," he continued, raising it 
high, and turning it round so that it cast its 
faint gleam over the whole place, " look here ; 
there's a shop for you. Miss Gray. How long 
ago is it since you, and your mother, and Maiy 
and I we settled that shop. Look at it now, I 
say — ^look at it now. Look here ! " and he 
thrust the light down a cask, " empty ! Look 
there ! " and he raised the lid of a tea-chest, 
"empty ! Do you wish to try the drawers? 
Oh 1 they are aU labelled, but what's in 'em, 
Miss Gray ? nothing I It's well the customers 
have left off coming ; for I couldn't serve them ; 
couldn't accommodate them, I am sorry to say," 
and he laughed very bitterly. " I was happy 
when I came here," he resumed, " I had hope ; 
I thought there was an openiag; I thought 
there was room for me. I set up this shop ; I 
did it all up myself, as you know— every inch 
of it ; I painted it ; I put the fixtures in ; I 
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drove every nail in with my own hand, and 
what's been the upshot of it all, Miss Gray?'' 

Eachel raised her soft brown eyes to his : 

" It is the wiU of God," she said, '' and 
God knows best, for He is good." 

Richard Jones looked at her and smiled 
almost sternly, for suffering gives dignity to 
the meanest, and no man, when he feels deeply. 
Is the sanie man as when his feelings are un- 
stirred. 

"Miss Gray," he said, "I have worked 
from my youth — slaved some would say ; I 
hoped to make out something for myself and 
my child, and it was more of her than of myself 
I thought. I wronged none ; I did my best ; a 
rich man steps in, and I am beggared — and you 
teU me God is good — mind, I don't say he aint 
— ^but is he good to me ? " 

Bachel Gray shook with nervous emotion 
from head to foot. She was pained — she was 
distressed at the. question. Still more dis- 
tressed because her mind was so bewildered, 
because her ideas were in such strange tumult, 
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that with the most ardent wish to speak, she 
conld not. As when in a dream we straggle to 
move and cannot, oar will being fettered by 
the slumber of the body, so Bachel felt then, so 
alas ! for her torment she felt almost always ; 
conscious of truths sublime, beautiful and 
consoling, but unable to express them in 
speech. 

'^ God is good,'' she said again, clinging to 
that truth as to her anchor of safety. 

Again Bichaid Jones smiled. 

"And my child. Miss Gray,'* he said, 
lowering his voice so that his words could not 
reach the next room, " going by inches before 
my very eyes ; yet I must look on and not go 
mad. I must be beggared, and I must bear it ; 
I must become childless, and I must bear it. 
And the wicked thrive, and the wicked's chil- 
dren outlive them, for God is good to them, 
Miss Gray." 

The eyes of Eachel filled with tears ; her 
brow became clouded. 
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" All I Mr. Jones/' she said, " do not com- 
plain ; you have loved your child/' 

" What are you keeping Miss Gray there 
for?'' pettishly said the voice of Mary, "I 
want her." 

" And here I am, dear," said Rachel, going 
in to her, "I am come to sit a while with you ; 
for I am sure your poor father wants rest, 
does he not ? " 

" I don't want any one to sit with me," 
impatiently replied Mary, "I am not so ill 
as all that." 

" But do you sleep at night ? " 

" No, I can't — I am so feverish." 

" Well, then, we sit up with you to keep 
you company," said her father. 

This explanation apparently satisfied Mary, 
who began to talk of other things. She knew 
not she was dying ; whence should the know- 
ledge have come to a mere child like her. 
None had told her the truth. And she was 
.passing away into eternity, unconscious — her 
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heart, her thoughts, her soul full of the 
shadows of life. 

Rachel saw and knew it, and it grieved her. 
She remembered her little sister's happy and 
smiling death-bed, and from her heart she 
prayed that a similar blessing might crown the 
last hours of little Mary ; that she might go 
to her God like a child to her father. 

And when Richard Jones, after sitting up 
with them tmtil twelve, went upstairs to rest 
awhile, and Rachel heard Mary talk of her 
recovery, and of projects and hopes, vain to 
her as a dream, she could not help feeling that 
it was her duty to speak. They were alone, 
" yes, now,'' thought Rachel, " now is the time 
to speak." 

Oh ! hard and bitter task : to teU the young 
of death ; the hoping that they must not hope ; 
to tell those who would so fondly delay and 
linger in this vaUey, that they must depart for 
the land that is so near, and that seems so far. 
Rachel knew not how to begin. Mary opeiie 1: 
the subject. 
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" I shall be glad when I am well again/' 
she said, " I am tired of this little room ; it 
seems so dull when I see the i^un shine in the 
street, don't it Miss Gray?'' "I dare say it 
does : you remind me of a little story I once 
read ; shall I tell it to you? '' 

" Oh 1 yes you may,'* carelessly replied 
Mary, yawning slightly ; she thought Miss 
Gray prosy at times. 

"It is not a long story," said Eachel, 
timidly, ^^and here it is; a king was once 
hunting alone in a wood, when he heard a very 
beautifal voice singing very sweetly ; he went 
on and saw a poor leper." 

" What's a leper ? " interrupted Mary. 

"Don't you remember the lepers in the 
Gospel, who were made clean by our Saviour ? 
they were poor things, who had a bad and 
loathsome complaint, and this man, whom the 
king heard singing, was one ; and the king 
could not help saying to him, ^ how can you 
sing when you seem in so wretched a condition? ' 
But the leper replied, ^ it is because I am in 
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this state that I sing, for as my body decays^ I 
know that the hour of my deliverance draws 
nigh, that I shall leave this miserable world, 
and go to my Lord and my God/ " 

Mary looked at Bachel surprised at the 
impressive and earnest tone with which she 
spoke. 

" WeU but, Miss Gray," she said, at length, 
^^ what is there like me in this story ; I am 
not a leper, am I ? *' 

" We are aU lepers," gently said Bachel, 
^^ for we are all sinners, and sin is to the soul 
what leprosy is to the body ; it defiles it, and 
we all should be glad to die ; for Christ has 
conquered death, and with death sin ends, and 
our true life, the life in God begins/' 

Mary raised herself on one elbow. She 
looked at Bachel fixedly, earnestly ; ^^ Miss 
Gray," she said ; " what do you mean ? " 

Bachel did not reply — she could not. 

" Why do you tell me all these things 7 " 
continued Mary. 

And still Bachel could not speak. 



BAOHBL GBAY. 279 

" Miss Gray/' said Mary, " am / going to 
die ? " She looked wistfully in Bachers face, 
and the beseeching tone of her young childish 
voice seemed to pierce Rachel's heart ; but she 
had begun ; she could not, she dared not go 
back. She rose, she clasped her hands, she 
trembled from head to foot, tears streamed 
down her cheek ; her voice faltered so that she 
could scarcely speak, but she mastered it, clear 
and distinct the words came out. " Mary, we 
must all obey the will of God ; we came into 
this world at His will, at His will we must • 
leave it/' 

" And must I leave it, Miss Gray ? '' asked 
Mary, persisting in her questioning like a 
child. 

Eachel stooped over her; the fast tears 
poured from her face on Mary's pale brow, 
" yes, my darling," she said, softly, " yes, you 
must leave this miserable earth of trouble and 
sorrow, and go to God your friend and your 
father." 

The weakest, the frailest creatures often 
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rise to heroic courage. This fretfiil^ pettish 
child heard her sentence with some wonder^ 
but apparently without sorrow. 

"Don't cry, Miss Gray/' she said, "J don't 
cry ; but do you know, it seems so odd that I 
should die, doesn't it now ? " 

Kachel did not reply, nor did she attempt 
it ; her very heart was wrung. Mary guessed, 
or saw it. 

" I wish you would not fret," she said, " I 
wish you would not, Miss Gray. I don't, you 
see." 

" Ay," thought Bachel, " you do not, my 
poor child, for what do you know of death ? " 
And a little while after this, Mary, who felt 
heavy, fell asleep with her hand in that of 
Bachel Gray. 



CHAPTEB XX. 

Thbee days had passed. 

The morning was gray and dull. He had 
sat up all night by Mary ; for Bachel, ex- 
hausted with fetigue, had been unable to come. 
Poor little Mary, her hour was nigh ; she knew 
it, and her young heart grieved for her father, 
so soon to be childless. She thought of herself 
too ; she looked over the whole of her young 
life, and she saw its transgressions and its sins 
with a sorrow free from feithless dismay ; for 
Bachel had said to her : ^^ Shall we dare to 
limit for ourselves, or for others, the imfathomed 
mercy of God?" 

" Father," she suddenly said, " I want to 
speak to you.'' 

" What is it, my darling? '' he asked, bend- 
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ing over her fondly. She looked ap in his &ce, 
her cheeks flushed with a deeper hectic^ her 
glassy eyes lit with a brighter light. 

" Father," she said, ^* I have been a naughty 
chad, have I not ? " 

" No — ^no, my little pet ; never, indeed, 
never." 

" I know I have been naughty, father ; I 
have been, oh ! so cross at times ; but, &ther, 
I could not help it — at least, it seemed as if I 
could not — ^my back ached so, and indeed," she 
added, clasping her hands, " I am very sorry, 
father, very sorry." 

He stooped stiU nearer to her ; he laid his 
cheek on her pillow ; he kissed her hot brow. 
Little Mary half smiled. 

" You forgive me, don't you ? " she mur- 
mured faintly. 

" Forgive you ! my pet — ^my darling." 

" Yes, pray do," she said. 

She could scarcely speak now ; there was a 
film on her eyes, too. He saw it gathering 
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fiist, very fast. Suddenly she seemed to revive 
like a dying flame. Again she addressed him. 

" Father ! " she said, " why don't you take 
down the shutters ? " 

And with singular earnestness she fixed 
her eyes on his. Take down the shutters? 
The question seemed a stab sent through his 
very heart. Yet he mastered himself, and 
replied : " 'Tis early yet ; 'tis very early, my 
darhng." 

" No 'taint," she said, in her old pettish 
way, and then she murmured in a low and 
humbled tone : " Ah ! I forget — ^I forget. I 
did not mean to be cross again. Indeed I did 
not, father, so pray forgive me." 

" Don't think of it, my pet. Do you wish 
for anything?" 

" Nothing, father, but that you would take 
down the shutters." 

He tried to speak — ^he could not; only a 
few broken sounds gasped on his lips for utter- 
ance. 

"Because you see," she continued with 



I 



284 RACHXL OBAT. 

strange earnestness, '^ the customers will aQ be 
coming, and wondering if they see the shop 
shut ; and they will think me worse^ and 



She could not finish the sentence^ but she 
tried to do so. 

" And BO you see, father/' Again the words 
4ied away. Her father raised his head ; he 
looked at her ; he saw her growing veiy white. 
Again he bent, and softly whispered : " My 
darling, did you say your prayers this mom- 
ing?" 

An expression of surprise stole over the 
child's wan face. 

"I had forgotten,'' she replied, faintly, "I 
shall say them now." She folded her thin 
hands, h6r lips moved. " Our father who art 
in heaven," she said, and she began a prayer 
that was never finished upon earth. 

The dread moment had come. The angel 
of death stood in that hushed room ; swiftly 
and gently he fulfilled his errand, then departed^ 
leaving all in silence, breathless and deep. 
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He knew it was all over. He rose ; he 
closed the eyes, composed the slender limbs, 
then he sat down -by his dead child, a desolate 
man — ^a heart-broken father. How long he sat 
thus he knew not ; a knock at the door at 
length roused him. Mechanically he rose and 
went and opened. He saw a man who at once 
stepped in and closed the door, and before the 
man spoke, Jones knew his errand. 

'' It's all right," he said, " I know the land- 
lord could scarcely help it ; come in." 

The bailiff was a bluff, hearty-looking man ; 
he gave Jones a sound slap on the shoulder. 

" You are a trump ! that's what you are," 
he said, with a big oath. 

Jones did not answer, but showed his guest 
into the back parlour. 

"HaUoo! what's that?" cried the bailiff, 
attempting to raise the bed-curtain. 

" Don't," said Jones, in a husky voice. 

Then the man saw what it was, and he 
exclaimed quite ruefully : " I am very sorry — 
I am very sorry." 
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^'You canH help it,'' meekly said Jones, 
" you must do your duty/' 

" Why that's what I always say/' cried the 
bailiff with a second oath, rather bigger than 
the first, '^a man must do his duty, mustn't 
he ? " and a third oath slipped out. 

" Don't swear, pray don't 1 " said Jones. 

" And if I do, may I be—" here the swear- 
ing bailiff paused aghast at what he was going 
to add. " I can't help myself like," he said, 
rather ruefully, "it's second natur, you see, 
second natur. But I'U try and not do it — I'll 
try." 

And speaking quite sofbly, spite of his swear- 
ing propensities, he looked wistfully at Jones ; 
but the chadless father's face remained a blank. 

"Make yourself at home," he said in a 
subdued voice. "I think youTl find all you 
want in that cupboard, at least 'tis all I have." 

And he resumed his place by the dead. 

" All I want, and all you have," muttered 
the bailiff with his head in the cupboard. 
" Then faith, my poor fellow, 'taint much," 
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The day was chill and very dreary; the 
bailiff smoked his pipe by the low smouldering 
fire, and yawned over a dirty old newspaper. 
Two hours had passed thus when Jones said to 
hiTTi : " You don't want for anything, do you ? " 

"Why no," musingly replied the bailiff, 
taking out his pipe, and looking up from his 
paper, " thank you, I can't say I want for any- 
thing, but what have you to say to a glass of 
grog, eh?" 

He rather brightened himself at the idea. 

" I'U send for anything you like," drearily 
replied Jones, and it was plain he had not un- 
derstood as relating to himself the kindly meant 
proposal 

The bailiff rather stiffly said, he wanted 
nothing. 

" Well then," resumed Jones, slipping off 
his shoes, " Til leave you for awhile." 

"Why, where are you going?" cried the 
other staring. 

"There," said Jones, and raising the cur- 
tain, he crept in to his dead darling. 



288 BACHEL GBAT. 

The curtain shrouded him in ; he was alone 
— alone with his child and his grief. A little 
child he had cradled her in his arms ; many a 
time had she slept in that fond embrace, to hear 
both a protection and a caress. And now I 
He looked at the little pale face that had fallen 
asleep in prayer ; he saw it lying on its pillow 
in death-like stillness ; and if he repressed the 
.groan that rose to his lips, the deeper was his 
anguisL 

Oh, passion I eloquent pages have been 
wasted on thy woes ; volumes have been written 
to tell mankind of thy delights and thy tor- 
ments. To no other tale wiU youth bend its 
greedy ear, of no other feelings wiU man ac- 
knowledge the power to charm his spirit and his 
heart. And here was one who knew thee not in 
name or in truth, and yet who drank to the dregs, 
and to the last bitterness his cup of sorrow. 
Oh ! miserable and impoetic griefs of the pro- 
saic poor. Where are ye, elements of power 
and pathos of our modem epic : the novel ? 
A wretched shop that wiU not take, a sickly 
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child that dies I Ay, and were the picture but 
drawn by an abler hand, know proud reader, if 
proud thou art, that thy very heart could bleed, 
that thy very soul would be wrung to read this 
page from a poor man's story. 

And so he lay by his dead, swelling with a 
tearless agony, a nameless and twofold desola- 
tion. Gaze not on that grief— eye of man : 
thou art powerless to pity, for thou art powerless 
to understand. 

"Only think!" said a neighbour to Mrs. 
Smith, " Mr. Jones's shutters have been closed 
the whole day. I can't think what the matter 
is." 

" Can't you," replied Mrs. Smith laughing, 
" why woman, the shop is shut." 

Ay, the shop was shut. The shop which 
Richard Jones had opened with so much pride 
— ^the shop which he had ever linked with his 
child, closed on the day of her death, and never 
reopened. He did not care. His little am* 
bition was wrecked ; his little pride was broken j 
his little cruise of love bad been poured forth 

13 
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upon the earth by God's own hand ; it -was 
empty and dry ; arid sand and dust had drunk 
up its once sweet waters. 

What a man without ambition, pride, and 
love may be, he had become in the one day 
that bereaved him. 

Pity not him, reader; his tale is told; 
pity him whose bitter story of hope and dis- 
appointment but begins as I write, and as you 
read. For mortal hand has not sounded the 
bitter depth of such woes. In them live the 
true tragic passions that else seem to have 
passed fix)m the earth ; passions that could 
rouse the meekest to revenge and wrath, if 
daily dew from heaven fell not on poor parched 
hearts, as nightly it comes down from the skies 
above, on thirsting earth. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

A TIME may come when the London church- 
yard shall be remembered as a thing that has 
been and is no more ; but now who knows it 
not ? Who need describe the serried grave- 
stones that mark the resting places in this sad 
field of death ; who need tell how they stare 
at busy passers by through their iron grating — 
how they look ghastly, like the guest of the 
Egyptian feast, dead in the midst of tumult 
and riotous life. 

Dreary are they when the sun shines on 
them, and their rank weeds, the sun which 
those beneath feel not, but more dreary by far 
when the drizzling rain pours down the dark 
church walls and filters into the sodden earth. 
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And in such a place and on such a day did they 
make the grave of Mary Jones. 

Two mourners stood by : a woman and a 
man. When all was over, when earth had 
closed over the grave and its contents, the man 
sat down on a neighbouring gravestone, and 
looked at that red mound which held H3 all, 
with a dreary stolid gaze of misery and woe. 

Bachel bent over him, and gently laid her 
hand on his shoulder. 

" Mr. Jones, you must come I " she said. 

He made no reply, he did not rise, and when 
she took his hand to lead him away, he yielded 
without resistance. She took him to her own 
house. Kindly and tenderly she led him, like 
a httle child, and a child he seemed to have 
become, helpless, inert — ^without wiU, without 
power. 

His own home was a wreck, the prey of 
creditors, who found but little there, yet suffi- 
cient, for their claims were few, to save him 
from disgrace. Bachel Gray gave him the room 
where his child once had slept, where he had 
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come in to look at her in her sleep, and fondly 
bent over her pillow : he burst into tears as he 
entered it ; and those tears relieved him, and 
did him good. 

At the end of two days he rallied from his 
torpor; he awoke, he remembered he was a 
man bom to work, to earn his daily bread, and 
bear the burden of life. 

He went out one morning, and looked for 
employment. Something he found to do ; but 
what it was he told not Eachel. When she 
gently asked, he shook his head and smiled 
bitterly. 

" It don't matter, Miss Gray,'' he said ; " it 
don't matter." 

No doubt it was some miserable, poorly paid 
task. Yet he only spoke the truth, when he 
said it mattered little. He lived and laboured, 
like thousands ; but he cared not for to-day, and 
thought not of to-morrow ; the Time of Prom- 
ise and of Hope had for ever departed. What 
though he should feel want, so long as he could 
pay his weekly rent to Rachel Gray, he cared 
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not. There is an end to all things ; and as for 
his old age, should he grow old, had he not the 
parish and the workhouse ? And so Eichard 
Jones could drag on through life, of aU hopes, 
save the heavenly hope, forsaken. 

But Heaven chose to chastise and humble 
still further, this already chastised and sorely 
humbled man. He fell ill, and remained for 
weeks on his sick bed, a burden cast on the 
slender means of Rachel Gray. In vain he 
begged and prayed to be sent to the workhouse 
or some hospital ; Rachel would not hear of it. 
She kept him, she attended on him with all the 
devotedness of a daughter ; between him and 
her father she divided her time. Earnestly 
Jones prayed for death: the boon was not 
granted ; he recovered. 

They sat together and alone one evening in 
the quiet little parlour — alone, for Thomas 
Gray was no one, when there came a knock at 
the door, and the visitor admitted by Rachel, 
proved to be Joseph Saunders. 
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"Mr. Jones is within," hesitatingly said 
BacheL 

" And I just want to speak to him/' briefly 
replied Saunders, " so that's lucky/' 

He walked into the parlour as he spoke ; 
Eachel followed, wondering what was to be the 
issue. On seeing his enemy, poor Jones red- 
dened slightly ; but the flush soon died away, 
and in a meek, subdued voice, he was the flrst 
to say " good evening." 

"Sorry to hear you have been ill," said 
Saunders sitting down, " but you are coming 
round, ain't you?" 

" I am much better,'' was the quiet reply. 

" Got anything to do ? " bluntly asked 
Saunders. 

" Nothing as yet," answered Jones with a 
subdued groan, for he thought of Eachel, so 
poor herself, and the burden he was to her. 

" Well then, Mr. Jones just listen to me ? " 
said Saunders, drawing his chair nearer, "I 
know you have a grudge ag&inst me." 

" You have ruined me," said Jones. 
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" Pshaw, man, 'twas all fair, all in the way 
of business,'' exclaimed Saunders a little im- 
patiently. 

" You have ruined me," said Jones again ; 
" but I forgive you, I have long ago forgiven 
you, and the shadow of a grudge against you, 
or living man, I have not, thank God ! " 

" That's all right enough," emphatically 
said Saunders; "still, Mr. Jones, you say I 
have ruined you. It isn't the first time 
either that you have said so, and with some 
people, I may as well tell you it has injured 
me.' 

" I am sorry if it has," meekly said Jones. 

" And I don't care a button," frankly de- 
clared Saunders, " but as I was saying, that's 
your belief, your impression ; and to be sure 
it's true enough in one sense, but then, Mr. 
Jones, you should not look at your side of the 
question only. Mr. Smithson meant to set up 
a grocer's shop long before you opened yours ; 
he spoke to me about it, and if I had only 
agreed then, it was done ; you came, to be 
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Bure, but what of that ? the street was as free 
to ns as to you ; that I lodged in your house 
was an accident ; I did not know when I took 
your room that I should supplant you some 
day. I did not know Smithson had stiU kept 
that idea in his head, and that finding no 
situation I should be glad to consent at last. 
Well I did consent, and I did compete with 
you, and knocked you over, as it were, but Mr. 
Jones, would not another have done it ? And 
was it not all honourable, fair play ? " 

"Well, I suppose it was," sadly replied 
Jones, " and since it was a settled thing that I 
was to be a ruined man, I suppose I ought not 
to care who did it." 

"Come, that's talking sense," said Saun- 
ders, with a nod of approbation, "and now, 
Mr. Jones, we'U come to business, for I need 
not tell you nor Miss Gray either, that I did 
not come in here to rip up old sores. You 
must know that the young fellow who used to 
serve in my shop has taken himself off, he's 
going to Australia, he says, but that's neither 

18* 
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here nor there ; I have a regard for you, Mr. 
Jones, and having injured you without malice, 
I should like to do you a good turn of my own 
free will ; and then there's my wife, who was 
quite cut up when she heard you had lost your 
little daughter, and who has such a regard for 
Miss Gray, but that's neither here nor there ; 
the long and short of it is, will you serve in my 
shop, and have a good berth and moderate 
wages, and perhaps an increase if the business 
prospers/' 

Poor Richard Jones ! This was the end of 
all his dreams, his schemes, his anger, his 
threatened revenge ! And yet, strange to say, 
he felt it very little. Every strong and living 
feeling lay buried in a grave. His soul was as 
a thing dead within him ; his pride had 
crumbled into dust, as Mary would have said : 
his spirit was gone. 

The humiliation of accepting Joseph Saun- 
ders' proposal, and, however, strange, it was 
certainly well and kindly meant — Richard 
Jones did not consider. He looked at the ad- 
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yantages^ and found them manifest ; there lay 
the means of paying Rachel, of covering his 
few debts, and of securing to his wearied life 
the last and dearly-bought boon of repose. 
Awhile he reflected, then said aloud ; ^' I shall 
be very glad of it, I am very much obliged to 
you, Mr. Saunders." 

" WeU, then, it's done," said Mr. Saunders, 
rising ; " good night, Jones, cheer up, old 
fellow. Good night. Miss Gray; Jane sends 
her love, you know. Sorry the old gentle- 
man's no better." And away he departed, very 
well satisfied with the success of his errand. 

" Oh I Mr. Jones I " exclaimed Bachel, 
when she returned to the parlour. 

" Don't mention it," he said with a fisdnt 
smile, " I don't mind it, Miss Gray." 

" But could you not have stayed here ? " 
she asked. 

^^ And be a burden upon you ! that's what 
I have done too long. Miss Gray." 

" But until you found employment else- 
where, you might have remained," 
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'^ His house is as good as any ; his bread is 
not more bitter than another's/' replied Jones, 
in a subdued voice, "besides, now that my 
Mary is gone, what need I care, Miss Gray ? " 
And as he saw that her eyes were dim, he 
added : " You need not pity me. Miss Gray, the 
bitterness of my trouble is, and has long been 
OTcr. My Mary is not dead for me. She is, 
and ever will be, living for her old father, until 
the day of meeting. And whilst I am waiting 
for that day, you do not think I care about 
what be&Us me." 



CHAPTEE XXII. 

Once more Bachel was alone. Once more 
solitude and the silence of the quiet street^ 
shrouded her in. 

A new life now began for Bachel Gray. 
Like a plant long bent by adverse winds, she 
slowly recovered elasticity of spirit, and light- 
ness of heart. What she might have been, but 
for the gloom of her youth, Bachel never was ; 
but as the dark cloud, which had long hung 
over her, rolled away, as she could move, speak, 
eat, and think unquestioned in her little home, 
a gleam of sunshine, pale but pure, shone over 
her life with that late-won liberty. Her speech 
became more free, her smile was more fre- 
quent, her whole manner more open and cheer- 
ful 
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Rachel lived, however, both by taste and by 
long habit, in great retirement, and saw but 
few people. Indeed, almost her only visitors 
were Richard Jones and Madame Rose. The 
little Frenchwoman now and then dropped in, 
looked piteously at Thomas Gray, shrugged 
her shoulders, nodded, winked, and did every- 
thing to make herself understood, but talk 
English; and Rachel listened to her, and 
laughed gaily at the strange speech and strange 
ways of her little friend. 

Richard Jones was a still more frequent 
visitor. He came to receive, not to give sym- 
pathy. The society of Rachel Gray was to 
him a want of his life, for to her alone he 
could talk of Mary ; he spoke and she listened, 
and in listening gave the best and truest con- 
solation. Now and then, not often, for Rachel 
felt and knew that such language frequently 
repeated wearies the ear of weak humanity, 
she ventured to soothe his grief with such ar- 
guments as she could think of. And her 
favorite one, one which she ofken applied to 



BACHEL GBAY. 303 

herself and her own troubles was : " We re- 
ceive blessings from the hand of God, shall we 
not also take sorrow when it pleases Him to in- 
flict it?'' 

" Very true, Miss Gray, very tnie/' hum- 
bly assented Kichard Jones. 

Of his present position he never spoke, un- 
less when questioned by Rachel, and when he 
did so, it was to say that " Saunders and his 
wife were very kind to him, very kind. And I 
am quite happy. Miss Gray," he would add, 
" quite happy.'' 

And thus like a hidden stream flowed on 
the life of Rachel Gray, silent, peaceful and 
very still. It slept in the shadow of the old 
grey street, in the quiet shelter of a quiet 
home, within the narrow circle of plain duties. 
Prayer, Love, Meditation and Thought graced 
it daily. It was humble and lowly in the 
eyes of man ; beautiful and lovely in the sight 
of God. 

And thus quiet and happy years had passed 
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away, and nothing had arrested their mone- 
tonous flow. 

It was evening, Rachel and her father were 
alone in the little parlour. Thomas Gray was 
still a childish old man, bereft of knowledge 
and of sense. Yet now, as Rachel helped 
him to his chair, and settled him in it, some- 
thing, a sort of light, seemed to her to pass 
athwart the old man's face, and linger in his 
dull eyes. 

" Father 1 " she cried, " do you know me ? " 

In speech he answered not, but it seemed 
to her that in his look she read conscious kind- 
ness. She pressed his hand, and it appeared 
to press hers in return; she laid her cheek 
to his, and it did not seem lifeless or cold. 
Then again she withdrew from him and said : 

" Father, do you know me ? " 

He looked at her searchingly and was long 
silent : at length he spoke, and in a low but 
distinct voice, said : " RacheL" 

In a transport of joy, Rachel sank at his 
feet, and sobbing, clasped her arms around him. 
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"Never mind, Eachel," he said, "never 
mind." 

"Father, fether," she cried, "you know 
me, say you know me." 

But she asked too much, it was but a dawn 
of intelligence that had returned ; never was 
the full day to shine upon earth. 

"Never mind, Eachel,'' he said again, 
" never mind/' 

But though the first ardour of her hopes 
was damped, her joy was exquisite and deep. 
Her father knew her, he had uttered her 
name with kindness, in his feeble and im- 
perfect and childish way, he loved her ! What 
more then was needed by one who, like the 
humble lover recorded by the Italian poet, 
had ever 

<( Desired much, hoped little, nothing asked." 

Somewhat late that same evening, Bichard 
Jones knocked at Bachers door. As she 
opened to him, the light she held shone on her 
&ce, and though he was not an observant 
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man, lie was struck with her aspect. There 
was a flush on her cheek, a light in her eyes, a 
smile on her lips, a radiance and a joy in 
Rachel's face which Richard Jones had never 
seen there before. He looked at her in- 
quiringly, but she only smiled and showed 
hiTn in. 

And now, reader, one last picture before we 
part. 

It is evening, as you know, and three are 
sitting in the little parlour of Rachel Gray. 
An autumn evening it is, somewhat chill, with 
a bright fire burning in the grate, and lighting 
up with flickering flame the brown furniture 
and narrow room. And of these three who sit 
ther6, one is a grey, childish old man in an 
arm-chair ; another, a man who is hot old, but 
whose hair has turned prematurely white with 
trouble and sorrow ; the third is a meek, 
thoughtful woman, with a book on her knees, 
who sits silently brooding over the words her 
lips have uttered ; for she has been reading 
how the Lord gives and how the Lord takes 
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away, and how we yet must bless the name of 
the Lord. 

The good seed of these words has not been 
shed on a barren soil. As Bichard Jones sits 
and dreams of his lost darling, he also dreams 
of their joyful meeting some day on the 
happier shore, and perhaps now that time 
has passed over his loss, and that its first 
bitterness has faded away, perhaps he con- 
fesses with humble and chastened heart, that 
meet and just was the doom which snatched 
from him his earthly idol, and, for a while, 
took away the too dearly loved treasure of his 
heart. 

And Eachel Gray, too, has her thoughts. 
As she looks at her father, and whilst thank- 
ful for what she has obtained, as she yet 
longs, perhaps, for the full gift she never can 
possess ; if her heart feels a pang, if j-epining, 
it questions and says : " Oh ! why have I not 
too a father to love and know me, not im- 
perfectly, but fdlly — completely," a sweet and 
secret voice replies : " You had set your heart 
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on human love, and because you had set your 
heart upon it, it was not granted to you. 
Complain not, murmur not, Eachel, if thou 
hast not thy father upon earth, remember that 
thou hast thy Father in Heaven 1 " 



THE END. 
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Cornell's Primary Ge«»graphy, ... 60 

** Intermediate Geography, ... 

High School Geography, . . . 

History. 

Are^ld'a Hittorv nf n^nw, . ^ . . 8 00 

** LAirr b<imiiiiinir«isEi1i, 4 . . 9 60 

" Leclurve on Modum HitEp-ry, , . 1 96 

Uaw'a Anrifrnttuicl Modern malury^ . .9 00 

Kc«npFD'ft }\\tivTy t>f llie iSiAAle Af^tL, 9 Tols. 9 60 

^ Tlta lemi^, ^iio. wiLb l^Lsps, . . 4 60 

KoliItftuSCJs'i Hiatrtryof Osrmany^ . . .160 

MjLbiiti^^LMil) HLiUirv of EufrbiDd, 9 vols. . 4 00 

!Ubcii«Liit'a HiiU^ry itf FrucB^ 'i vols. . . 8 60 

** Kjat.iTy Qf tLe ItLiiDan Itefniblie, . 1 00 

^n wan'm HiaEofy tjf tliB Fnmrh UpTolution, . 68 

S p ratrciG 'h I^Likiry ivF lIjb FLurida War, . . 9 60 

Tfijlur'^ MauEml of AndiiDl JlJatrij-y^ . .191 

>* Uannali vt M«)4m HiiUjry, . . 1 69 

'* Manual of History. 1 vol. complete, 9 60 

Thiers' French Revolution. 4 vols. Illustmted, 6 €• 



ninstrated Works fbr Preaenti 

Bryant's Poenia. 16 Illastrations. Svo. elotL, . 
" « « dothjgUt,. 

» 1 « Baor.aaiiqtt* 



D. Appl^tt k CMipany's Ust of New Works. 



OraMcfBritiahAri. W 

noroeeo, .... 
Qnyh Elegy. Dlaatntod. Sto. 
Goianitk^ I>ewrt6d VUlam, 



lTOl.4tO. 

. . 18 00 
. 1 80 

The Homes of AmerieanAw^nw Wlthllltui- 

tratioM, eloth, 4 00 

" u u eloth, gilt, » 00 

" u u j^j^ antqe. 1 00 

Th« H0I7 Goipela. With 40 Dengni by Over- 
beck. 1 ToU folio. Antique nor. . . 80 00 

The Lud of Bondage. By J. M. Wainwrigfat, 

, D.D. Morocco. « 00 

f.'lie^MenaofEngliuid. By Agnei Strickland. 

f with 89 Portraits. Antique mor. . . 10 00 

fhe Omamenta of Memory. With 18 Illuatra- 

tiooa. 4to. cloth, gilt, . . . . I 00 
** * Moroeeo, . . 10 00 

Royal Gema f^m the Oalleriea of Europe. 

40 Eagravingt, 85 00 

The Republican Conrt; or, American Society 
In the Daya of Waahington. 81 Portraita. 
Antique mor. . . . . . . 12 00 

The Vernon Gallery. 67 EngraT'ga. 4to. Ant. 85 00 

The Women of the Bible. With 18 EngraT- 

inga. Mor. antique, 10 00 

Wilkie Gallery. Containing 60 Splendid En- 

graTinsa. 4to. Antique mor. . . . 95 00 

A Winter Wreath of Summer Flowera. By 

S. G. Goodrich. lUuatrated. Cloth, gilt, . 8 00 



60 



Jurenile Bodki. 

A Poetry Book for Children, .... 
Annt Fanny'a Christmae Storiea, . 
imerican Hietorical Talea, .... 

UNCLE AMEREL's STORT BOOKS. 

The Little Gift Book. ISmo. doth. 
The Child'a Story Book. Illnat. 18mo. cloth. 
Summer Hoi idajra. 18mo. ebth, . 
Winter Holidaya. Illuetrated. 18mo. cloth, . 
George's Adreatures in the Country. Illustra- 
ted. 18mo. eloth, 

Christmaa Storiea. Illustrated. 18mo. eloth, . 

Book of Trades, 

BoTsatHome. By the Author of Edgar Clifton, 
Child'k Cheerfy Companion, .... 
CUld** Picture and Verae Book. 100 Alga. . 

COUSIN AU0S*8 WORKS. 

Anife Rot Gold that GUtteia, .... 75 

Contentment Better than Wealth, ... 63 

Nothing Venture, Nothing Have, ... 63 

No such Word aa Fail, 63 

Patient Waiting No LoM, .... 63 

Dsahtirood Priory. By the Author of Edgar 

Clifton, 75 

Edgu- Clifton; or Right and Wrong, . . 75 

Fireside Fairies. By Susan Pindar, . . 63 

Go^ in Every Thing. By Mrs. Barwell, . 60 

Leisure Momenta Improved, , . . . 75 

Life of Punchinello, 75 

UBRART FOR MY TOUNO COUNTRYMEN. 

Adrentures of Capt. John Smith. By the Au- 
thor of Uncle Philip, .... 88 

Adventures of Daniel Boone. By do. . . 88 

Dawnmn of Genius. By Anne Pratt, . . 88 

life and Adventures of Henry Hudson. By 

the Author of Uncle Philip, . . . M 

life and Adventures of Heman Cortes. By do. 

Philip Randolph. A Tale of Virginia. By 
Mary Gertrude, 

Rowan's History of the French Revolution. 3 
Tola. 

SNtbey*a lAh of Oliver Cromwell, 



Louis' School-Daya. By E. J. May,'. 

Louise ; or. The Beauly of Integrity, 
Maryatt's Settlers in Canada, . 

** Maaterman Ready, . 

** Scenes in Africa, 
Midmimmer Fays. By Susan Pindar, 

MISS Mcintosh's works. 

Aunt Kitty's Tales, l3mo. 

Blind Alice ; A Tale for Good Children, . 

Ellen Leslie ; or. The Reward of Self-Control, 

Florence Amott; or, Is She Generous! 

Grace and Clam ; or. Be Just aa w«ll as Gen- 
erous, 

Jessie Graham ; or. Friends Dear, but Truth 
Dearer, 

Emily Herbert ; or. The Happy Home, . 

Rose and Lillie Stanhope, 

Mammik's Story Book, .... 

Pebbles from tne Sea-iShore, . 

Puss in Boots. Illustrated. By Otto Specter, 



n; 
Si 

6f 
68 

68 



89 
87 
87 



85 



PETER PARLEY S WORKS. 

FtiggotM for the Fireside^ } IS 

■ '^ * sasons, . . . 1 00 

1 15J 
8 00 



Fanots for the Fireside, . 
Parlev's Present for all Seat 
Wanderers by Sea and Lane 



P« 

Wanderers by Sea and Land, . 
Winter Wreath of Summer Flowers, 

TALIS FOR THE PEOPLE AND TDEIR 

CHILDREN. 

AttM FrMklJn. Py Mary Mow ilL , , . 38 

I>Bbj|f^ti ur DinLd^ Out. lly ^l^In. Kllu, , . S.'i 

DH^mesliv Tnliik &y l^siinab \l\'n, ^ vuls, . 7fi 

Etulv Ifrij-BLlililii. My Miri. Cf*pL«y, . . JW 

J-'iUi]]«i-'s Dnuictilipr (Tlip), By fclra. Cainqr^tn, 38 

FLiU JnJiJTdwIsni, U.y Mrt. K^IIli, . . . 88 

IJi.jifiCh»[ Hijkfl F.v#r] ByMrtry Iluwill, . 38 

LSjiIh O^mj Murli Ciftr^t wydo, , . . »8 

LfKill,irL|if.Gkja Fur ti.^ AlLtidn ^lany ^Ulvt^ . 38 

Liivd iuihI .MiiiirVi "Hy iilMj^f lliMnhi, . . :iS 

Minliterfs FajuJy* By Mm* Ellli, . - . 38 

MyOwnSu.ry, U>^ Ukrjf Hui^itt, ■ . . 38 

My UucJb, ihe C[,^XniA]t^r* Hj Jo. . . 38 

Til/ SeiiSti Like LV^cjiMaiia Ktauiu, IW do. . 38 

PnaHiit anil lbs FHiiiie^ By K. AlarLiDfaii, . 28 

i'uj/lM.r OriiTV. By Mw%. Cuiley^ ... 38 

Sninurrk^le IIaLL By Mt*^ Oiii, ... £8 

S>c?wiE]j^ and rtisapiny. By iMJiry J^owit^ . 38 

Stnry of ■ QiTiiLua. . . f . . . 88 

Strive and Thrive, fiy tifi. , . . . 38 

TlkH Two ApprcDiicf a. Hf Jitj, . , . 38 
Tlre^ i»r (liiEisEtkefl^iin^. Ry T* B> Aribur^ 
Twiwi Stiktn (Tlie^ Hy TUn^ fi^MiAm, 
Wliifh it ihe Wtwsrt tiy Mitrv K.jwHl 
Wl!oSU1l h* linial^tf fly ^^g» , 
Wwk aqI W««4^a. by dc. 



38 
S8 



SaOOKD 

Chances and Changtis. By Charles Burdett, 
Goldmaker's Village. By H. Zachokke, 
Never Too Lato. By Charles Burdett, . 
Ocean Work, Ancient and Modem. By J. H. 
Wright, . . 



Picture Pleaanre Book, 1st Series, 
** « « 8d Series, 

Robinhm CmacHi. 3(Ht FLaL€A, . 
Soauxi l^indar's Blory Ilook^ . 
Suniliuta [j/ t$r4^)ilone^ . . 
TrBTi»IS'>r l^blLe E^quirrat, . 



WUh-'B FinD PrstenL 
Wi^A '■ 1>«J ijfb L ; m, (icme 1 and Storiea for 
r*rl<nr, ...... 

Willuua 1 vLt. lh» HtTo of S witserlaod, . 
TouB^ HiDdflDt. Uy Madnma Qniaot, . 




n. ipplfton k Csmpiiy's List df Hew Works. 



yiiMwi!*itiwna and General Literap 

tnfOp 

An Attic Ptiil.i*»vt*' '" Phti*» * . . M 

^inJelJina' L.Ll^rbrv Mftmut^r ^ . . . 1 95 

A^fliri llcHr]( <Pr <1it|jv 1 96 

ArDAld'l ^lEkMlJancMU W^rk^ . . . 9 00 

Arttd^b IIlu SiLcTfeci^l MaTviunt, . . 76 

A BWk flit fium^fT TLmA in iks Cccmtiy, . 60 

B^JwUi^ Flkdh Hmn In AklHimB^ . . 1 95 

CMbABB (I. C->, WotU at 4 t^^Ik pabl., eaeli, 9 00 
Ctut'aCW. O^) lCiiklL-Kiiuk% . . .196 

60 
76 
60 

1 60 
76 
60 
75 
76 
60 

1 00 



. lit A 9d Series, 



IdlMJI fh^m thfl LMidoa I'ii 

<«>), 

RwWnlli* Wcirid In A WcirkiLo|>, p 
1^li«^ Wtt'DWD uf ^n^Udd, 

PT^vvDtioii B^licr thtii Cure, 
Fiifler't ILuari vl3 CbdiHiln MtOAll^ 
Goldimith't Vi^iv of W iikt) R'^Lil, , 

Gnuit^i .VkCiucLrA vt Hi AiPln^Hf-M Lfldy, . 
elaictk-i juul GrimTitita, By Hufltet Smitii, 

GuiiDl'i Hiilcny of Ci.vil[uLji)n, » . 

E]t!arlb-S(4 Dr, 9^ 1^*"^^ ^'<^>^r^f ^i • 

i^bnn. biy VtLVW V^il If. . . . 

iHtvldibv Ltri'li^K * • . * * 



1 00 



K«™nji3fh'< Wsi-uiiiB ftf ChrLilianity, 

LwT'a AniitioJ .Vlaifnt! IJKni, . . . i uu 

1^% DiflCJiiliue^ A T&Ib of IkngAry, . . 63 
LaLibtifrrrin HionB. A.II. IStB, , . .190 

Mifcnn%r4t ?^aj tlmid^ , 76 

MaiJa]] ai^^\ 'Slajrvad Lif* nf Mftty Fowell, . 60 
Msttjnit Mci^tB^ue; m k Y^cmg Christian'! 

Chi.U-*^, , 16 

MHMiLilAy** MiacinUHaira. & raim^ , . . 6 00 

M«TiUi4«ir Wu,kmft*>ii. By J. F. Schroeder, 100 

Aill4 gtoifi Enuar LUa Jiwrthcyi . . . 1 OU 

MIMATUEUE CLASBTCAL LIBRARY. 
FotOie L**fTn- tiT^ A|»ti4.'rlifui fN-cti the Foeta, 88 
BoDd'* iivH^n ^tftiNiii . ■ > . 
Qlttk*'* Bfriiittire Pnnjilatsi. Cikitiplete, 
£3Uk(wt1l ; at. TkiB Eitlea tit fiJtiQria, 
G^iMiHiitli'a \\£Mx fit WfikiAaidf . 

" Ejfuya, . , , . . 

G^m* ftitun Aefi«'ri;:aa Fuet^ , . . 
HAilh&L Almrii'a rHvabe LM vcitiDia, . 

" " I'rullcat ?iet^. 9 vols. 

Hanuna* Dti'mcaili'C AflFrtinha, . 
Hul!CinBii't Litjidf tli<t Ilndiuc, Ac • 
Jotuajin'a HliaHu^' uf RnarelBi. ■ • 

llaiiEiat vt ntmlniTinnyi ■ > • • 
UEwra'ALdlaKiickL .... 

* WrloJirl. CiiRi [f] Hie, 
Ful Ami Vir^i^ , . . 4 . 

Pum Gi'Ld ^tHi Uifi lliTera{?f Wiodoin, 
Tlk'in^v'a ^taK>ni, ,..>.. 
token nf tb» Maan. T>o, of A^lntion. Do. 

at llFiiicinlij]ii..-i-. iin. tJ Friendship. 

Da. of Luvr. hUhli, * . > 
UMful Lflilftr-WritprT 

Young's Mfb^ I'^.^u^hta, 



Lime P4idtiiiEl4>[i iLnJ Ehi^ Pfdliaetnniaiis, 

Fristn^tJtf^ TAttiJiEiJ I'ticmat , . 
Ta^ts hum lbs (^u&irturl^ HtiviiKTir, . , 

iLflpuUJ^ of Lti a Uciii Fiidi Stntea. I u Dnties, Ac 
TZMCnralW of Hu] t [] aod Proi-botion of '*^' 



iebod fcir Fdkitia, ^y Chaa. G ay«rre, . 
0€la[it lisliim Cn(inG-dLea» Translntod, . 
BliaJt««(KAni'a Sctiilor, By R. G. Wmte, 
SpaetaLor (11i«> Kaw Ed. S T43ls, eloUl, 
aw«4i'^ TrsatlH uB Bia««Hf oT tim Chest, 
AtoriM f^om Bla«kwt»dj .... 



81 
88 
81 
88 

60 
1 95 

60 
1 00 

76 

75 

76 

96U 

9 00 

8 00 

50 



THACKERAY^B WORKa 
Thm ^ook of fioDbt, « . . , . 
ii.T^ Browne 'i Lmtirrmf . . . • 
The CcmfnaiaiiJ of rltxhoodlsp 

Tbe Fal tknntrilKitaT, 

JcAmcA^ Dianr. A litf^nd af ihA RMiu*, 

The Liick oE UATf; L^ndcia, . 

Al«n'a WlTfB, ....*• 

Tha I'sria £k«tch Book. 9 irolk . 

11ie £<<habl>>- G«3t«i<l SIot^?, . 

Ihe Vc]LiDW|k1uiK Piit>orS' i nl. 

ThukajTAy^B Worki^ t vliLs. "^ ~ 



CO 
60 
CO 



tniwdlnckih, too 



Tr**fott^s PfpT^imtt^ ftf Ih* Eton*talioa, 
Tiickrnitsn't Artiai Lil<| . . ' . 
l.'P Cc^uniry L«tt«i^ .... 
WBtU'l L«l;l«rt frnpi TTirea Cimtinoiit^ . 

"■ CiriJ?Li*h ItJfrms, . . . . 
\Vn.tt\^t'i RvdJQiaalBl iJiBBDia ia Bliuie, 
VV^iJ^um^a Worti^ ..... 

PhUoflaiducal Wtjcki. 

Coaab'i CmtSd nf Wthlrm Pb llninvihy, , 

doniLv^l Fijdtiva ['bi]'i*9fby. 9 vuIl . 
lisfiintoii'B I'hElo*.4|^tiy. I tttl. gvn. 

Poetry and tlie Drama. 

AiqbIEb^ PtMnas, I voL liniv. * . • 

UrijWBt^li^a I'oi^inL Hfmn. .... 

Biyanl's I'fHiiia. I toL Qtti. LII1 iwtnrted, 

** '^ Amiqaa nwri . . , 

** " S TCila. I'iimcin doth» . , 

*• * 1 Tisll. IHKHFl . . 

Bfrnii^ PciaEicHl Works. 1 Tot. r)plb, . 

'^ " , " Aosique mcir. . 

Bnma* FooElral Worka. Clulb, . . . 
E!ui1,t>r'm I'ludibraa. Chilh, . « . . 

C*niptrtrM'a Piwlimt W**rkfc Cloth, 
CDUni[i;i]'a Foati^ Wdrku Cii>lh, 
Onrturr^a FoftirAJ Wurku* .... 
CLiJ^nrtr^l (^birbttiy Tale% .... 

Oft ti tit ^4 PiH-Bna. CIntL 

tfrydon's Pt*ltria WcirVa, Clfitji^ . 
Vny (J . S .1, Ulric ^ w. Til* Toil *a, 
fJ..*ltn;'» IjFlalferil* in Tauris, TmraslMadji . 
6i.;m]mt'B tJliuw of tiia British "PaetM, M volt. 
|»phEi^^ai|, Price p«r roii cjolh, < . 

r>iJ, ijrh, Cb](, p^rToL I * . . 
Hri^tb's (^Jnttiti) Pi»nnt . ■ , . 
HeDiBiia' PiTdtLCjJ Wcrks. 9 rok. IGmo. 
HiiTbert^B Fitelifinl W^trki. limo. -tLoLht . 
ECi'jila' Piictical WoTks, Cloth, lijira. . 
KLrkti Wbitfl'i PostiuJ Works. Cloth, . 
Lord's I'Gemii I tdL ISnto. .... 

*<■ Christ in lisdcB. HlitD. . . . 
NmiOhQ^ FandtsB Lost. iBtna- 

^ Campleta Povtlul Vfvtk*, 
McKKTA^t Poctiesl Works. Hvrtr lUustralcd, . 

MoDtE^omery^a GMred Poems. IvciUl^ms. ■ 
i'op«'a t'i^'lLcml Wiiiiu. I i^h Kind. 

Scnith-<.'y'i Vciriieiil WwrVs, ) vfti, ^ 
SpBoaitr^a t'aflio Q.U«<^c]«, 1 i^ol. fij^tb, . 
S««tt'a PoistlcjiE WwfIu, T TfnL 

^ iMdf tjt Uia Lii][4. JemOn . 

" MAfliiicili, . . t ■ . 

" J^y df tli^j Lust Minitnlf . 
£HiiVs|iHiti! 'i E^mti-inLin Wiirks^ , . 
Tm^i a J tj miui^hfiS) DalLvereil. I vol. ICdid. 
"VVbi^twurth ^Wh). Tha Prslada^ , 



BeligiuQB WorkB. 



Anir.]d*a Rugby S&lntol Sf nnnna, , 
Antbou^a CttQChdni cm ItjB HDIiklLiaSt 

•* Ej*r[y CutBdiiini fcr Childnn, 
Bumot^ Hblhiiry tif the HefbrnuUk.!!. 8 TO 

" Thlrtj-Nlns ArUeiles^ 
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1 00 
1 00 
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88 
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1 60 
400 
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8 50 
• 00 
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960 
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1 00 

1 95 
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76 

76 

88 
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8 00 

6 00 

75 

1 00 

8 00 

1 00 

1 00 
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9 00 



